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THE PUBLISHER's ADDRESS, 


For 1789. 


FF the quaint adage be correct and true, 
Succeſs muſt crown the meaſures | purſue ; 
That ** ſecond thoughts are beſt,” old proverbs tell. 
Ev'n when the firſt have been received well: 
While thoughts improve, as periods increaſe, . 


In my third effort I no leſs can pleaſe, 


My prolific muſe is conſtant and ſincere, 
And, like a fruitful wife, breeds once a year; 
My firſt-born bantling was receiv'd with care, 
The ſecond did no leſs indulgen ce ſhare: 
Like a good parent, I will till endeavour 
T'inſtruct the third, to merit no leſs favor, 


As various palates chuſe a different fruit, 
J hope my ſongs with different taſtes will ſuit ;. 


Some pages with broad humour doth abound, 
In others tender ſentiments are found ; 


And ſome with ditties, fraught with ſorrow deep, 


To pleaſe ſad ſongſters who delight to weëp. 
But for thoſe who've no 22 ſion to the art, 
A ſhort apology is here ſet apart: 
Yet when apologies will not ſuffice, 

And ſongs mult be produc'd at any price, 

We find the jovial ſoul to chaunt prepare, 


With hum, and ha, and ſhrug, and gape, and ſtare, 
a 


Whoſe lungs would almoſt rend the roof aſunder, 
With eyes turn d up, juſt like a duck in thunder.“ 


— — , — 5 — — 
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iv THE PUBLISHER Ss ADDRESS. 


Some neighbour cries, Come, gi's a verſe at worſt.” 
He anſwers, © Aye, but let us roſin firſt.” 

Then drains the jug, and next begins to fin 

Some loyal ſtrain, ſuch as ** God fave the king ;” 
For true John Bull, true virtue will admire, 

In ſpite of flames of patriotic fire. 


Perhaps the next that may be call'd upon, 
Shall chance to be Uterpe's favorite ſon ; 
He vows he's hoarſe, he has not ſung ſome time, 
He ſcarcely knows a ſtanza or a rhyme, | 
Till ſome fair dame exclaims, Do, fir, pray | 
« Come, if you'll ting one ſong, then ſo will I.“ 
A lady's challenge bears ſuch mighty force, 
He ſings divine, admitting that he's hoarſe, 
It had been better were he well of courſe. 
Behind her fan then miſs prepares with hem, 
Now, if I'm out, then you'll aſſiſt me mem; 
Her matchlefs. powers no ſtrenuous rule confines, 
She warbles forth as many keys as lines ; 
And if a tune the finger ſhould forget, 
We all know airs are eaſily new ſet. 
But tunes are not my province, ſo a truce 


With ev'ry diſſertation on their uſe, | 
Except this wiſh (which ſure can be no crime) 


That Par/ey's Songs may all be ſung in time.“ 
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A Page 

T dawn I roſe with jocund glee — 19 
Alexis ſhun'd his flow ſwains — 40 

A plague of theſe muſty old lubbers — 72 
A while but attend, and a tale I'll relate 75 


Attend, all ye nymphs and ye ſwains of the green 77 
A treaty of commerce is now fet on foot — 86 


A rover I am, and will ever be fo — 102 
Boys, when I play, I cry, 4 n 1 — _ 50 
Bacchus, jolly god of pleaſure — 62 
Bring me flowers, and bring me wine — 6g 
Chain'd to Phœbus hath wheel — 35 
Dear fir, this brown pig — lies dead in the ſtye 66 
Excuſe a fond maiden's n — 132 
Go, fate-fraught image 8 wanderer, go 118 
Have you not ſeen an ef prine to 


How happy the ſailor who ploughs the wide main 40. 
He that loves a roſy cheek 
How miſtaken is the lover _ - 85 
How wretched my caſe 1s 

Harriet, the luſtre of thine eye 
How ſweet the enjoyment of infantine days 114 
How bleſt our condition, how joeund our days 115 


vi b * *. 


| i Page 
I fing the Britiſh nation's boaſt — 31 
Je vous adore, enchanting maid —— 36 
In vain I aſk the muſe's aid — 43 
my trip'd up the ſtairs at night — 46 
Yarrow vale, by Yarrow ſtream — 7 
once had a lover that try'd every art 82 
Invain I ſeek the lonely grove 101 
5 X 0 Fa 
Know you and wonder, tiny thing — 22 
* 

Let angry ocean to the ſky — — 80 
Let ſportſmen delight in the joys of the field 117 
M 

e e Anna, ever gay — — 20 
My Polly aſk'd the a day — 58 
My father's houſe is clean and nice — 58 
Mirth admit us of thy crew — 67 
My muſe ſhall ſing, bot let the lay | 94 
More lovely than morning when blandiſh'd 4 with 

dew 96 
Marian ſcorns each ſordid pleaſure — 111 


N 
Ne er till the grave my plaint doth hear — 30 
Now party's the word, both in finging and ſaying 33 
Ne'er tell me of your _ from France or from 


Spain 64 

No youth that trips the verdant plain 13 
0 

Oh, had I Allan Ramſay's art _ 26 
Oh ſay, thou pretty trillle, fay  ———— 27 
Once more, good friends, Lingo you 60 
Oh, had I learnt to ſhave and blee — 69 
Old E ngland, great in arms and arts 79 


One day as gay Bacchus — 95 
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P Page 
Poto potas, I drink a glaſs — 47 
Parent of ever ſmiling peace — 70 
R 3 
Reſtrain'd from the fight of my dear — 34 
8 a 
Seven devils in Briſtol, tis ſaid — 17 
Say, have you in the village ſeen 23 
Sure love, like the roſe, both for ſweets ad for 
bloom — 27 
Say, lovely maid, with down caſt ee 32 
Simplicity, thou favorite child — 39 
Safe and ſound I've return'd from the wars 66 
Says cruel Mary, pretty rake — 71 
. | 
Tho' I am now a very little lad — 11 
The lamb and the heifer are taking their reſt 15 
"Twas near a daiſy-ſprinkled mead — 23 
Tirlogh O-Grizzle is my name — — 24 
Thy ſecrets to thy maſter tell | 25 
'The ſailor he fears not the roar of the 1 28 
The dove far ſever'd from her mate — 20 
The riſing bluſh of op'ning day — 38 
Till firſt T lovely Nancy knew - "Hi 
The lopped tree in time may grow again 52 
Twas where the hoarſe mouth'd race each morn- _ 
ing meet — | b +. + 
The long· boat s out, adieu my love — 62 
Tho” a mind the molt fickle your perfon might 
charm +108 
The jealous lover's pang are poignant — 68 
The ſummer heats beſtow ing —— 80 
Two maidens fat contin — — 97 
*T'was at the mild approach of night — 72 
The ſhades of night were chac'd away — 11 - 
— 1 


Truth exalts the gen rous ſoul 


irn . 


U ; 
Unite, unite, your voices raiſe — 69 
W 8 
When I waſh a mighty little boy - 9 
M bat are the boeatted joys of love — 10 ' 
V hen Phelim O*Fagen to London firſt came 13 
When firft my ſweet Moggy I faw at the fair 14 
When I've money I am | 16 
Woman, thoughtleſs, giddy creature — 21 | | 
What ſhall I do to ſhew how much I love her 29 
What citadel ſo proud can ſay — 38 
When Britain on her ſea-girt ſhore — 48 
While happy in my fair one's arms — 53 
When the ſun from the eaſt ſalutes mortals eyes 54 ; 
While princes and heroes promiſcouſly fight 78 - 
When May morning uſhers the ſweets of the ſpring 81 | 
When the fancy ftirring bowl —— 83 
What boots what herds and flocks are mine 77 
When Roger, blythſome as the May — 98 
When Bibo went down to the regions below 99 
When dread Bellona ſounds to arms — 104 
When Pheebus peeps in the morning — 105 
Y 
*You know I'm a tailor and to cheating incline 20 
Ye muſical lads and ye laſſes — 37 
Young William was a ruſtic youth — 43 
Young Sally, pride of all the plain | 76 


Ye dull ſtupid mortals, give o'er your conjectures 89 
Ye village lads and laſſes now — 107 
Ye alk tor a ſong, and indeed I'm quite forry 108 
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LYRIC REPOSITORx. 


A"FAVORITE $8ON gaay 
7 * 
Sung by Mr. BLANCHARD, in the CharaSer of 


Lazarus, in the new Opera of the Prophet. 


4 es I waſh a mighty little boy, | 
Heart cakes I made an peppermint drops; 


Wafers and ſweet chalk I uſed for to cry, 
Allicampain and nice lollipops. 


Nexſht I made rollers for de macs, 
To curl deir hair, 'twaſh very good; 
Rofin I painted for ſhealing wax, | 


And torg'd upon't, ** well brand en vas houd,” 


Then to try my luck in de alley I went, 
But of dat I ſoon grew tir'd or wiſer ; 
Moniſh I lent at fifty per cent. 
And I was I. H. in de Public Advertiſer, 


De next I did was a ſpirited prank, 

Wich at a ſtroke my fortune made; 

For I happen'd to write like the caſhiers of de bank, 
De did not know de difference, and the moniſh 


was paid. 


So having ſheated de gentiles as Moſes commanded, 
I began to tremble at every gibbet I ſaw ; 

So I got on board a ſhip, and here I am landed, 
In ſpite of judges, counſellors, attornies at law. 


— 


t ] 
THE: KISSES. 
rei AIR, 
Sung by Mrs. lan rv, in the Prophet. 


HAVE you not ſeen an infant's prize, 
In vain its ſnowy pinions beat ; 

That dipp'd with gold and Tyrien dyes, 

Are only guilty of its fate. x 


With cruel kindneſs ts her breaſt, 
The thaughtleſs nym 


ph her captive pres: 
That tortur d ſtill, and flill careſs d,. 
Breathes ont its little life tn kiſſes, 


Such is in faithful lines portray'd, 
The ſtory of the woes I prove; 

So wretched woman is betray'd 
By beauty, and undone by love, 


With cruel kindneſs, Cc. 


A FAVORITE AIR, 
| Sung by Mrs. BrtLInGToN, in the ſome, 


46, are the boaſted joys of love? _ 
y anger won, by fear poſſeſt, 
IA bere ſcarce is leiſure in the breaſt, 
Its wiſb'd for ſtate to prove. | 


: 4 
How ſhort the haurs of bliſs we know, + + - - 
= toil forerun, by r 
e heart was never truly bleſt 
That did not tremble too. 


A. FAVORITE AIR. 


Sung by Miſs FonTeneLLE, # the new Opera 
1 the Highland Reel. * 


(Tune — The boy with the white cockade.) 


8 Lam now a very little lad, 
If fighting men cannot be had, 
— Por want of a better I may do, 
To follow the boys with a rat - tat- too; 
may ſeem tender, yet I'm tough, 4 
And tho* not much of me, I'm right good ſtuff; 
Of this I'll boaſt, ſay more who can, | 
I never was afraid to ſee my man. 
I'm a Chicka-biddy, ſee, 
Take me now, now, now; 
A merry little he 
| For your row-dow-dow ! 
Brown Beſs I'll knock about, oh there's my joy, 
With my knapſack at back, like a roving boy. 


In my tartan plaid, a young ſoldier view, 
My filebeg and dirk, and bonnet blue; | 
Give the word and I'll march where you command, 
Noble ſerjeant, with a ſhilling then ſtrike my hand, 
; My captain when he takes his glaſs, 
Y May like to toy with a pretty laſs, 
For ſuch a one I have a roguiſh eye, 
a He'll ne'er want a girlwhen Jam by. 
Tu a chicka-biddy, fee, Se. 


= | All 
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Tho! a barber has never yet mow'd my chin, 
With my 2 broad - ſword I long to begin, 

| 5 aſh, ram-dam, oh, glorious fun, 

or a gun, pi , change my little 
The foes ſhall fly like geile in flocks, 
E'en Turks I'd drive like turkey-cocks ! 
Wherever quarter'd I ſhall be, 
Oh, * 1 how I'll kiſs my landlady, 
I. 'n a chicka-biddy, fee, &c, 


A FAVORITE TRIO. 


Surg by Miſs RernoLps, Mr. Jok xs row E, and 
i Mr. Epwix, i the Highland Reel. 


(Tune—Old Adam when firſt was created.) 


Jen. XCUSE a fond maiden's confeſſion, 

Shel. Her bluſhes exhibit her bliſs; - 

Sand. My joy is too great for expreſſion ! 

Shel. Suppoſe then you ſpeak in a kiſs. 

Fen. Affections, moſt pure, now unite us, 

Sand. Chaſte pleaſures now wait to delight us; 

Shel. The muſick and bottle I'll bring. 

Sand. The finch and the linnet invite us. 

Shel. Fond turtles ſhould pair in the ſpring. 
1 AFections, Wes 8 


Sand. Let laſſes by you take example; 
Fen. The lads ſhould take pattern by thee; 
Shel. You give me of love ſuch a ſample, 
, That married I'll certainly be. | 
Jen. Ah! what is the gay-blooming flow'r ? 
Sand. The tranfient ſweets of an hour, 
Fen. and Sand. Compar'd to the charms of the mind ? 
Shel. Good-humour to charm us has pow'r, 
Sand, When time leaves no beauties behind. 


All.” ö A, what is the gay, Oc. 
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"A NEW IRISH couic $ONG. . 


(T une— Derry down.) 


HEN Phelim O- Fagen to London firſt came, 
* thought to be ſure he ſhould marry ſome 
dame, 
Who had houſes, and cattle, and money in ftore, 
With beauty, and youth, and what could he wiſh more, 
Derry dawn, TT 


Fos Phelim had heard, when a Paddy came here, 
Each female would call him my love and my dear; 
Run after him too, when they happen d to meet, 
And give him the way on both fides of the ſtreet. 
Derry down, Ws 


By St. Patrick he ſwears it was all a mere ſham, 
For faith he was laugh'd at wherever he came; 


I be devil run after him, there was not one 


But Judy O*Doyly, and ſhe wes a dun. 


Der down, Oc. 
For lodging and potatoes and beer, 
Which r 3 he EI = yet thought them 0 


For all — he ow d her, ſhe whiſper d ſo loud, 
That he might not be deen, he got into a —1 
Der ry' down, Se. 


O! London, he ſays, is a very ſtrange town, 
Where 2 ſcarcely can walk if you chance to lie 
own ; 
Thereall things may be had he declares, me dear ny 
For nothing at all, 12 ary ve plenty of mon 
Der down, 


4 ] 


Before his arrival he oft had been told, 

Ihat every ſtreet there was paved with gold ; 

But the devil a bir could he find in his way, 

FR for whate er they gave him they made him to pax. 
Derry down, Oc. 


He found out his couſin, O*Conner, hard by, 

About three miles off, who, good-natur'dly ſhy, 

Declar'd he was welcome to what he could get ; 35 5 

So ſhutting the door, he went off in a pet. 
| Derry down, Sc. - 


Such friendly on he thought was unkindg 
The devil ee him, he ſaid in his mind. 
Like the reſt of the world he finds London to be, 
Where the deaf cannot hear, and the blind cannot ſee. 
Derry down, &c, 


A FAVOURITE SCOTS SONG. 
( Tune—When firſt my dear laddie. ') 
W HEN firſt my ſweet Moggy I ſaw at the fair, 


I ken'd Tc a laſs wi ſae gentle an air, 
Sic {ſweetneſs appear'd in her face and her mein, 
Thar I own'd her at once for my heart 8 little queen. 


J gang'd to the laſſie and teld her my 1 
That to loo her for ever my heart was inclin'd ; 


Like the bluſh of the morning her face was o'er \ 
ſpread, 


Yet ak not at all to the words which I ſaid, 


C15 ] Wa 
O Moggy, I cried, dinna treat me with ſcorn, 
Unleſs that you love me, alas! I'm forlorn, 


J have ewes and have lambs, I have land and have kine, 
Which all ſhall be Moggy's, if ſhe will be mine, 


I took her hand gently, and ken'd by her eye, 

That in a ſhort time the dear laſs would comply, 

Not dowiee, but ſmicking, ſhe blink'd in my face, 

And her tove, with my love, I then found to keep 
pace. | 


| Meſs Thomas I told her our hands ſhould unite, . 

And our days would all paſs in a round of delight ; 
To the kirk then we haſted as blyth as the Ma > 
And Moggy's my ane now for ever and aye. 


J labour all day, and am pleas'd with my toil, 

While Moggy repays me at night with a ſn'ile ; 

Then my bag-pipe it makes all the village reſound, 

And with 8 good humour, we re conſtantly 
crown d. | 5 


A FAVOURITE DUE TT. 


Sung by Mr, BLancHare and Miſs FoNTENELLE, 
in the Highland Reel. 


Char, TI lamb and the heifer are taking their 


reſt, | 


Mog. The lark and the ſparrow lie ſnug in their neſt, 
Char. Puſſy dozes, - | 


0g And ſo does my doggy, 
Char. All are ſnoring but Charley = 
Meg. And Moggy. 
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—— 
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75. We wake to love before it is day, 


Char, Come my deateft ! 7 
Mog. J come, my dear, 
Bith, We muſt be tripping away. 


Mog. No portion, dear Charley, if I marry thee, 
M My niede old daddy vill ive 44 
Will love cool, if you take me ſo barely? 
Char. Mog in her ſmicket is welcome to Charley ! 
Bath. We wake to love before it is day. 
Char. Come, my deareſt ! 
come, my dear, 


Beth. We muſt be tripping away. 


n 
A FAVOURITE COMIC SONG, 
Sung by Mr. Enwin, in the Highland Reel, 


HEN I've money I am merry, 
When I've none I'm very ſad, 
When I'm ſober I am civil, x 
When Pm drunk I'm roaring. mad. 
With my fal lat tidle tum, 
Likewiſe tondle teedle tum, 
Not forgetting titber- ii; 
And alſo felderoodle-um, 


When diſputing with a puppy, 
. I convince him with a rap; 
And when romping with a girl, 

By accident I— tear a cap. 


1 
Gadzooks ! I will never marry, 
I'm a lad that's bold and free, 
Yet I love a pretty girl, 


A pretty girl is fond of me. 
With my fal lal, Se. 


There's a maiden in a corner, | 
Round and ſound, and plump and fat, 
She and I drink tea together, 
But no matter, fir, r that. 
With my fal lal, &c. 


If this maiden be with bairn, 
As I do ſuppoſe ſhe be, 
Like good pappy I muſt learn 
To dandle Jacky on my knee. 
With my fal lal, Oc. 


SEVEN DEVILS IN THE TAYLOR. 
(Tune—Religion's a politic law.) 


EVEN devils in Briſtol, 'tis ſaid, 
A weſt country taylor poſſeſt; 

Whoe'er the ſtory has read, 

Muſt think it a curious jeſt, 
Seven parſons who knew how to aR, 

A conqueſt made o'er the whole crew, 
As eaſy as Humphries in fact, 

Did over Mendoza the Jew. 


Ti tol tid de rol, 
B 3 
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Seven champions, as hiſtory tells, 

Of old mighty feats did obtain; 
By the tutelar ſaint of the land 

The dragon of Wantley was ſlain. 
George Lukins his caſe has declar'd, 

And if his own word may be ta'en, 
No wonder like this has appear'd | 

Since that which aroſe in Cock-lane. 

Ti tot, Oe. 


If George, by the death- wound he gave 
en. could ſaintſhip aſſume, 
What honors ought they not to have, 
Who did ſeven demons e ercome. 
Of truth, if the tale wears the face, 


As parſons—what leſs can be done, 
Let merit alone weigh the cafe, | 
Make biſhops of every one, 
5 77 tol, Oe s 


Tranſactions are ſure to occur, 

That will ever aſtoniſhment raiſe ; 
And tho' we may ſafely aver 

That miracles. never will ceaſe, 
Whate'er the papers announce, 

It muſt be a cowardly plan, 
To have ſeven devils at once 


4 » 


Attack the ninth part of a man, 
Ti ul, &c, 
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A FAVORITE AIR, 


Sung by Mr. Jon nsTONE, in the Highland Reel. 


I dawn I roſe with joeund glee, 

For joyful- was the day 
That cou'd this bleſſing give to me, 
Now joy is fled away 


Jenny! 
Nor flocks, nor herds, nor ſtores of gold, 


Nor houſe, nor home have I; 
If beauty muſt be bought and ſold, 

Alas! I cannot buy | 

Jenny . 


Yet I am rich, if thou art kind, 
So priz d, a ſmile from thee ; 
True love, alone, our hearts ſhall bind, 
Thou'rt all the world to me 


Jenny! | 


Sweet, gentle maid, tho? patient, meek, 
y lily drops a tear ; 
Ah, raiſe thy drooping head, and ſeek 
Soft peace and comfort here 


A PARODY 


-- 
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A PARODY 
Upon « You know I'm your Prieſt,” 
Sung at the Beef-Steak Club. 


OU know I'm a t iylor, and to cheating incline, 
My cloth it is good, and my ſtitches are finey 
So if you'll employ me, good friends, t ſhall go hard, 
If out of your ſuit I don't cabbage a yard. 
Sing Ballenamona oro, 


A good yard of cabhage for me. 


The ſuit being finiſh'd, I carry them home; 

The footman he ſays, fir, your taylor is come ; 
My bill I preſent—the money is told —- 

So 1 e a low bow, and I pocket the 7 an 

a | | Sing, Oc. 

Then towards old Jorum's I trip it away, | 

But if my rib finds me, there's the deyil to pay ; 
I ſpendall my money, am happy, and then 

22 on my ſhopboard and cabbage again. 


img, Oc. 
MY GENTLE ANNA. 


A new Air ſang by Mr. BowDen at the Concert in 
Hanover-Square, 


Y gentle Anna, ever gay, 
M The fame eee to-day, 


Save where perchance when others weep, 
Her cheeks the decent ſorrow ſteep. 
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Save when perhaps a melting tale, 

Oer every tender breaſt prevail, 

The the wiſe; the” great and ſmall, 
, ſhe loves, ſhe hanors al! 

My gentle, fe 


A NEW SONG. 
By Mr. IZA NIX CHAN. 
WOM. 1 thou heleſs, ddy creature 
ghing, 1 — thing, 4 


| Moſt — work of nature, 
Still, like * on the wing. 


Slave to e ery chan ging paſſion, 
Loving, hating, {A extreme; 
Fond of ev ry fooliſh faſhion, 
And at beſt a pleaſing dream. 


Lovely trifle, dear —— FOR 
Conquering weakneſs, wi or pain; 

Man's chief glory and confuſion, 15 
Of all vanities moſt vain. 


Thus, decidin beauty's — 
Florio call'd it all a cheat; 

But in leſs than half an hour, 
Kneel'd and whin'd at Delia's feet. 


— —————— 
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Sung by Mrs. rere, in Mi. Diop ti Burlots 


| (Tune—Yankes doodle, &c.) 


Krege you and 3 tiny —_ 
Whatever hero he be; 
Tho' he a general, you a king, a 
| 'm one 1 your 1 
Yanks doodle, doodle, das, 


Tho' I'm a little bibby, 
I'm pretty clear, and I ſay, you, 
I'm one open your dr. 
1 give — daughter to a mouſe, 
oflip, gig and patter; 
T'll out „ indow turn the houle.:. 
Or ſhew you what: s the matter. 


Yankee dudle, 927. 


My grannum when ſhe'd talen a ſupß, 
Could ſcold, fo could my mother; 


Leſt I ſhou'd wrong my bringing up, 


I'd out- ſcold one and t' other. c 
1 ankee drodle, & E. 


Thus wives ſhou'd give their huſbands on” 
For tho' their tongues ſhou'd fail'em, 


While they've ſuch pretty things as claws, 


They're always ſure to nail'em. 
„ Yankee doodle, Se. 


L 23 1 
THE DYING ROSE. 
A rene, sd. 


WAS near a daiſy-ſprinkPd mead, 
A bluſhing roſe I found, 


Waſting its odours in the air, 


Its ſweetneſs on the ground. 


Sweet flower, I cried, how ſhort thy bloom, 


And ſnatch'd it to my breaſt ; 
Here may'ft thou ſhed thy laſt perfume; 
And find eternal reſt, 


Vet, no—to Delia's boſom Real, 


Who boaſts her youthful prime, 
And tell her plainly that her charms 
Too ſoon muſt fade like mine. 


Then on her boſom breathe thy laſt, 
While I thy fate deplore, 
And mark with ſorrow at thy doom, 


That thou ſhalt bloom no more. 


ALLEN BROOKE OF WYN DERMEER. 
Sung 5 Mrs. KENNEDY. | 


AY, have you in the village ſeen | 

A lovely 3 of 2 mein: 

If ſuch a one hath paſl 

With melancholy in 1 eye, HQ 23 
Where 1s he-gone, ah! tell me where ? 
Tis Allen Brooke ef Wyndermeer; 


8 


ad. * 
— 
„4 eo „„ 
1 
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Laft night, be ſighing took his leave, 
Which caus d me all the night to grieve; 
And many a maid I know there be, 

Who try to wean his love from me : 
But heav'n knows my heart's ſincere 

To Allen Brooke of Wyndermeer. 


My throbbing heart is full of woe, ' 
To think that he ſhould leave me fo ; 

Bat if my love ſhould anger'd be, 

And try to hide himſelf from me, 

Then death ſhall bear me on a bier, 


To Allen Brooke of Wyndermeer. 


Surg by Mis. Hz x ET, in the Charadter of O'Grizzle, 
in Tom Thumb. i 


(Tune Mrs. Caſey.) 


„ OLGOH OfGrizzle is my name, 
A martial trade I drive on; 

Hardſhips, ſtarving, blows, and fame, 
A General well may thrive on. 

To fight at flank, at front and rear, 

J never yet was lazy; | 
Then take me to your arms, my dear, 
And I warrant I'll make you eaſy. 


Let's rant and revel, and-play the devil, 
And roar like people crazy ; 

ITI lay any monex,.my.jewel, my honey, 
OfGrizzle ſhall make you eaſy. 


E as J 


Then dreſs'd out in your weddi 

Arrah, let no plan think, fe, ge 

That I'll let him whiſper in your . 

Or even tip the wink, ſir. 

Il well protect you, never fear, 

Tho' all mankind cy 
Then tale Ne, o&c, 


$ 


A F AVOUR ITE DUETT. 
Sung by Mr. Quick and Mr. BLancnazo, 


in the Highland Reel. 

M. O. Ty ſecrets to thy kind maſter tell. | 
Char. I loye a "brag 
M. CHI. Is mne full of play ? 
Char. No kid more gameſome. 
M*Gill, © 8 Where does ſhe dwell ? 
Char. Tant. twango, allo, © 

Twang, lango, dillo-day. | 


MGi. If you're in love, boy, your enot to 8 
Char, As . kind fir, I have heard you ſay, 
I love my charming 
M. Gi. Ay, what's her name ? L 
Char, Lang, twango, dillo, ' ' | 
Twang, Jango, „ 


Char. My Chriſtmas-box— ant 
McGil. Oh, I PSs 
Thy faithful ſervices I will pay ; 
Here's ive bright ſhillings— 
Char. Here's my bod. 
M- Gil. Lang, twango, dillo, 
Twang, * —— 


E 
- : 
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A FAVOURITE AIR, 


A NH! had I Allan Ramſay's art 
Io ſing my ns tender, 
In ev'ry verſe ſhe d read my heart, 
Such ſoothing ſtrains Id ſend her. 
Nor his, nor gentle Rizzio's aid, 
To ſhew, is all a folly, - 
How: much I love: the charming maid, 
. Sweet Jane of Griſipoly. 


She makes me know what all defire 
With ſuch bewitching glances, 
Her modeſt air then checks my fire, 

And ſtops my bold advances. -. 
Meek as the lamb. on yonder lawn, 
Yet by her conquer'd wholly, . 
For ſometimes ſprightly as the fawn, 
Sweet Jane of Gnfipoly, _ 


* a 
My ſenſes ſhe's bewilder d quite, 
I ſeem an amorous ninny, 
1 or Sandy, henna... 
Laſt 8 church I came, 
With looks demure and holy, 
I cxy'd, when aſk'd the text to name, 
Twas Jane of Griſipoly. fy 


Sung 5 Mr. Jon NSTONE, i the Highland Reel. 


C2 1 5 


My Jenny i is no fortune great, 
And I am poor and lowly, ; 
A ftraw for pow'r and grand eſtate, - 
Her perſon. I love ſolely... 
From ev 'ry ſordid ſelfiſh, view, 
So free my heart is wholly, 
And ſhe is kind as I am true, 
Sweet Jane of Griſipoly. 


A NEW-SON G. 


= ſay, thou pretty trifler, ſay, 
ſtoleſt thou my heart away ? 

Why dia thou arm thy potent eyes, 

Aud only conquer to deſpiſe ? 


Why didſt thou uſe each pow'rful glance ? 

Why touch the lute ? why join the dance ? 

To — bid each charm arife, 

And on 7 So to oy f 

Pet vain, coquette, theſe arts give o'er, 
Thy beauties ſoon” will pleaſe no more; 

Time ev'ry moment quickly flies, 

And w * — 1 ene 


A N E o N G. 


| QURE loan, like the role, both for ſweets and 


for bloom, 


Said Julia, and laid the fair 8 r on her breaſt ; 
* Your beauties are 1 in my heart you'R find 


es whill its fragrant damaſk ſhe ere. | 


6 


[ 1 5 % „ # 
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But ſoon—ah! too ſoon * * bg. 
he ſweet fleeting pleaſure is baniſh'd be pain“ 
Her lovely white boſom was crimſon'd with gore, 
A 2 had pierc'd whees * tweet weak 


Diſſolving in tears, again doth ſhe cry, 
« Thou, roſe, art like love, for thy treach'ry too t 
For one moment of joy, now with anguifh I die, 
* Unpity'd, forfaken, and ruin d * You,” 


The Sailor he: "0% not the Roar 0 
the Seas. 7 7 5 bf | roſe 1 


A FAVOURITE NEW SONG. 


1187 * 


\HE Sailor he * not 'the roar of the ſeas, 
But with courage all danger ſurmounts, _ - 
O er his biſcuit and cann he repoſes ateaſe, 114 
And with pleaſure each action recounts. 


$$ D444 <a 28 


Contented the ſoldier in dreadful e 
Feels bleſs d midſt the thunder of war; 

Nor envies the ſailor, who ploughs the * main, 
Any prize, but the gain of a ſcar. 


In Liberty's cauſe, Io the battles they've fought, 
With freedom and peace be repaid ; 

In the terrors of war, may th' honors they've ſought 

Gain them laurels that never may fade, 


1 0 } 
4 8 THE DOVES. 


A FAVOURITE VIA 
Sung by Mrs HixLEr, 


1 Dove, far ſever'd 9 hey mate, 

In love her native fear fore goes; 

In vain the tyrant falcon's threat, 

4 The deluge pours, the tempeſt blows. 
To his known haunt, the wonted grove, 

} Big with + a ip e yon ſhe fles; 
When no more ſhe finds her love, 

She ſits, ſhe mourns, ſhe droops, ſhe dies. 


But ſhould the matethat urg'd her flight, 
n 1 Ruſh forward at her well-known voice, 
| They meet, they bill, with rapt delight 
; murmur round their giddy joys, 
But when long ſhades to reſt conſtrain, 
Then ſide by fide, on ſome green ſpray 
N Cloſe neſtled, e dream o'er again 1 
15 The traniports of too FRIES a ay. % Ga +4 


p 


4 ven Otv So- n @ ſearce Copy. 
(Tune —Virgins are like the fair flower in its luſtre.) 


ny ſhall 1 do to ſhew how much I love 
K e 
Thought's heavy burden what lagings can tell] 
Will my ſoft paſſion be able to move her?? 
Speaking—ſo pootly, ＋ feeling—ſo = 
3 


at 


. 
Can ſighs and tears in their filence betoken 
Half the diſtreſs this fond boſom muſt know ; 


Or will ſhe melt, when a true heart is broken, 
Weeps at my ſtory, yet ſmiles at my woe ! 


What could I do to ward off the illuſion ? 
Fetters affection, and reaſon diſarms ; - 

Prudence itſelf but increas'd my confuſion, 
Art became nature—at ſight of her charms. 


Is there a grace comes not 14 before her? 
Is there a virtue and not in her train? 
Is there a ſwain but delights to adore her? 


Pains ſhe a heart but it boaſts of her chains? 


_ ů „Ä 
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Could I believe ſhe'd prevent my undoing, 
Life's gayeſt fancy the hope ſhould renew ; 

Or could L think ſhe'd be pleas d with my ruin, 
Death ſhould perſuade her my ſorrows were true, 


Sure the fair charms her pride would ſurrender, 
When to be gentle were but to be juſt ; 
One tear to drop and a tribute ſo tender, 
Pleaſe my ſad ſhade, and give peace to my duſt, 


= — — WIGS — — 
_ 4 , ee AYE 4a. _. wud 
Wo — —ũ—6ö me As 
— 
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E LIGIAC SONNE T. 


N EER till the grave my plaint doth hear, 

Or Laura from its bonds ſhall bre, 
Shall ought divert this death-clos'd ear, 1 

Or fix d diſpair my bteaſt forſake, - 


37 1 


But hence throughout the joyleſs wild, 
Since thou'rt no more, recloſe.I'll tread; 

Since charms divine are thus diſpoil d, 
And laid beneath the clay-cald bed. 


And woe begone the ſtep retrac'd, ** 

Where paſs d our juvenile hours with glee; : 
Where'er thy hand a flowert plac'd, 

A kia g tear ſhall _ for thee, 


Lov'd maid, until diſſolving on thy FN 1 
Conſcious this kindred. duſt ſhall blend with "win 


A N E w s ON 


(To dion tune af the Neglected Tar.) 


Sing the Britiſh nation's boaſt, 
Our happy conſtitution, 
ls at our forefather's coſ t 
Maintain'd with reſolutinn 
leaded nature's ſacred 4560 
e they ſtood up in union 
For a magna charta, bill of rights, 
And the Bann revolution. vin CATS 


CHORUS. 


And while our Britiſh boſoms 11 3 
With conſcionſneſs' of freedoms. GT 
Well. guard our rights from. every for 6 a 18 
W e to e re 


. * 1 9 - 
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It is not here as tis elſewhere, 
That kings make laws at pleaſure, 
And ſeize on all we hold moſt "5 
Our freedom and our treaſure : 
Tis here the laws direct the king 
How he muſt rule the nation ; 
For tho” the crown's a ſacred thing, 
It dates not uſe oppreſſion.” 
Ad while, Sc. 


Should foreign foes inſult our ſhore, 
Weill meet them on the ocean; 


The Britiſh cannon's thundering roar 


Shall end the vain commotion. 
Hail! Great Britannia, fea-girt iſle, 
The native home of freemen ; 
Secur'd fromev'ry foreign wile _ 
By thine own matchleſs ſeamen. | 
Aud while, c. 


„ 842 * — 118981414 37 % 


THE UNFORTUNATE BEAUTY. 
Y P. Pinpan 


AY, lovely maid, with down - caſt eye, 

And cheek with ſilent ſorrow pale, 
What gives thy heart the length'ned ſigh, 
That heaving tells a mournful tale ? 


5 y tears which thus each other chace, 
Beſpeak a breaſt v'erwhelm'd with woe; 
Thy ſighs a ſtorm that wrecks my peace, 
Which ſouls like thine ſhould neyer know, 


Wh 


Oh ! tell me, does ſome favor d youth, 
Too often bleſt, thy beauties flight, 
And leave thoſe thrones of love and truth, 
That lip and boſom of delight? 


What tho' to other aymphs he flies, 
And feigns the fond impaſſion'd tear; 
Breathes all the eloquence of ſigas 
That treach'rous won thy artleſs ear: 


Let not thoſe ayaipls thy anguiſh move, 
For whom his heart may ſeem to pine; 
That heart ſhall ne er be bleſt by love, 


Whoſe guilt can force a pang from thine. 


A bad SON G on \ the beſt of Suben, 
I a Gentleman if C unberland. 
Ch I; 3 


Mp rty's the word, both in ſinging and 
3 — 4 | * 

n carding, in courting, in hunting, in praying; 
Like all 2 of eden of ſpirit and pelf, 2.50 
I'll declare to my party—/ſucce/s to myſelf. 


Derry do L e. The 


Such a kindneſs had /e and I for each other, 295 
He would oft do for me what he'd not for his 
brother ; 
2 V now Para, all the . 3 _ 
| my laſt MY erve my friend e. 
OY "OY Deryy down, c. | 


— 


& J. 


If ſcoruful my miſtreſs, ſay, where ſhall I go? 
Why han myſelf no, Vi be hang'd if I do: 


Was ſhe fair as her china, or plainer San delf, 
Alike would it teach me to love my 22 
4 N down, 


'Whoe'er would be ſafe then, be happy, or free, 
Let him drink to himſelf, and join 2 with me 
2 the moſt inſignificant elf | 


then be reſpetied—at leaf by bum fel. 
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Reſtrain d from _ Sight of my Dear, 


29. 17. 5 


Sur by Miſ Laar at LV auzhall, 


ESTRAIN'D 2 the fight of my dear, 
No object with pleafure I ſee ; | 


= thouſands around me appear, 
The world's but a deſert to me. 


In wVain is the verdure, the verdure of May, 
T he trees dreft fo $homin 1155 blooming and gay ; 
T he birds ibo they whi while tn And Heng. 
Delight not Ul ple Damon' x — Se * 
Reclin'd by a ſoft murm'ring ſtream, 
: werpibgs diſburden wy care; © 

tell to the rocks my fond theme, 
Wet Rh N ſoothes my diſpair. 


"In Vain il the verdure, & Co 


Sho 0143) 83 t 5 . 


[2887] 
Ve ftreams, that ſoft murmuring "REY 
Convey to-my love every tear; 
Ye rocks, that reſound with my woe, 


Repeat complaints in his ear. 
x” 1 In vain is the verdure, Cc. 


enen 
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A NEW ANACREONTIC SONG. 


"oY Wen 8. 1 xs. 


Cane to „ Phcebus' chariot wheels, 
Care ſtill following at their heels, 
"Toil the world their lives away, 


r 


Vs the preſent moment ſpare, 
What may come we give to care; 
Time has put the day to flight, 
'Shall we waſte the precious ct 


Let the ſlave at Mammon's ore 
Yield to Morpheus leaden pow'r; Px - 
We the while, at freedom's ſhrine, —_ 
Live to muſic, love, and wine. gs 
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be bags (Tune—Ma chere amie.) 


6 een eren 
1 JE vous adore—enchanting maid, 


In nature s innocence array d, 


* 8 


With ex'ry grace, deyoid of art, 
You pleaſe the fancy, wi the heart. 


. 


When 8 Nature owns the truth, 
i Your lovely form, and lovelier mind 


Engag d my" ag in love rc Nun 


Fi "XN? 3 | FILS3 
| 5 _— | Je wore 
(Sib, 7 3VL 44Þis > 3: 


O beſt of paſſions? ſource of | WY ion 
1 Thy warm emotions lead to bliſs ; _ : 

"+ (vl mind—that never knew. 15 * 
Thy pleaſing pangs, and pleaſures true. "71 / 


1 ne n 37 Je dun 
j © 20%9 19 en ING the 
\ 
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1 Remember, then, 2 maid. 1 
| | The vows our farmer friendſhip ae, 77 TTL TEES 
a9 let our erg 40 years approe  ,- 

ſo pure a love. 


| 
| 
p | Tt was in the early days 'of youth, 
| 


Fa 
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ROYAL FESTIVITY. 


(Tune—The Warwickſhire Lad.) 


5 oo muſical lads, and ye laſſes, 

Come ſee what in Worſte rſhire paſſes : ' 
Save Weſtminſter, where has the like ever been ? 
The king, queen, and princeſſes honor the ſcene. 


Honor the ſcene, 
King and queen, 
And princeſſes honor the muſical ſcene, 


Let Stratford her Jubilee boaſt of, 
Which Garrick, no doubt, made the moſt of : 
The ſwans on the Avon, which fancy eſpy'd, ' 
Are geeſe to the ſwans on the Severn that glide, 


Severn that glide, 


Worſter's pride. | 
Are geeſe to the ſwans on the Severn that glide, 


But what glads the heart of each peaſant, | 


'The corn flelds and orchards look pleaſant, 
There's fruit in abundance, and juſt in irs prime, 
And never was ſeen a more glorious time. 


Glorious time, 
Happy clime, | 
And never was ſeen a more glorious time. 


D 
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ATT TATE 
A FAVORITE SONG. 


HE rifing bluſh of op'ning day, 
Now cheers the * 4 
Who views with joy the pleaſing ray 
That gilds approaching ruddy morn. 
While hapleſs Kate is frantic wild, 
In tears bemoans her abſent mate ; 
She once in peace the hours beguil'd, 
Tho' now forlorn—alas, poor Kate 


Thoſe pleafing treſſes, which ſo oft 
Hung careleſs o'er her lovely neck, 
Diſplaying beauties fair and foft, 
That ſure a princeſs' form might deck, 
Are now no more for tidings come, 
Her lover's wreck'd ! O cruel fate! 
She droop'd her head, and never more 
Did ſmile again—alas, poor Kate! 


TWO FAVORITE SONGS, 


Introduced in the Opera of InxLE ant Yaxico, 
at the Theatre Rozal Covent Garden, 


Written by Mr. Col uAx, jun. 
Sung by Mr. JounsToNs, in the Character of IxkLE. 


WW HT citadel ſo proud can ſay, 
No force ſhall move, no foe moleſt, 
Ey'n prudence, ſurly guard, gives way, 


When warmer paſlions guard the breaſt. 


„ 
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Vainly, I ſaid, in calmer hour, 

What ſhock can ſteady caution know? 
Alas! I felt not then the power 

Of gratitude and Yarico. » 


The hoary precept cold and ſlow, 
Awhile its inflaence may impart; 
But paſſion beaming, melts the ſnow 
Which caution ſcatters on the heart. 
Tho' long in frozen maxims arm'd, 
At length J felt my boſom glow, - 
Diſſolv'd in tenderneſs, when charm'd 
With gratitude and Yarico.- 


—— ————————— ˙ m. —— — 
8s. ON G II. 


By the ſame. 


IMPLICTTY, thou favourite child, 
Of heav'nly nature, chaſte and mild, 
Sweet guard of playful youth; 
Thy nakedneſs is thy defence, 
Thy filent jeſture eloquence ; 

'Fhy eloquence is truth. 


Ah, ſay, then, who could injure thee ? 


Nature's lov'd babe —ſimplicity, 


So ſweet, ſo chaſte, ſo mild; 
The worſt of wretches, who has not 
Thy parent's traces long forgot, 


Could never hurt its child. 
D 2 
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P AR O D „ 
On How happy the ſoldier.” 


OW happy the ſailor who ploughs the wide 
main, | | 
All dangers to oo are deem'd by him vain ; 
At every ſorrow he makes but a jeſt, 
And contentedly ſwings in his hammock to reſt. 
h At every ſorrow, Tc, 


He'll face the fierce enemy, Spaniard and French, 
As cool and as eaſy as wooing a wench; 
And when all his money is ſpent on the ſhore, 
Contented he ſails on the ocean for more. 

And when all his money, Ca. 


He laughs at all ſorrow, is no ſlave t'th' fair, 

For if Sue proves cruel, to Nan he'll repair ; 

He paſſes his time void of fear or of pain, 

ku when his King calls him, he calls not in vain. 
| , He paſſes his time, Ts. 


- 


ALEXIS AND CLARINDA. 
A New Sox. | 
By Mr. BELICRER. 


LEXIS ſhun'd his fellow ſwains, 
Their rural ſports and jocund ftrains ; 
(Heaven guard us all from Cupid's bow} 
He loft his crook, he left his flocks, 
And wander'd thro' the lonely rocks, 

He nouriſh'd endleſs woe. 


6 4 ] 


The nymphs and ſhepherds round him came; 
His griefs ſome pity, others blame; 
The fatal canks all kindly ſeek : 
He mingled his concern with theirs, 
He gave'em back their friendly tears, 
He ſigh'd but could not ſpeak, 


Clarinda came among the reſt, : 
And ſhe too kind concern expreſs'd, 
And aſk'd the reaſon of his woe ; 
She aſk'd, but with an air and mein 
'That made it eaſily foreſeen 
She fear'd too much to know. 


The ſhepherd rais'd his mournful head, 
And will you pardon me, he ſaid, 

While I the truth reveal ? 
Which nothing from my breaft ſhould tear, 
Which never Mould offend your eat, 

But that you bid me tell. 


Tis thus I roam, tis thus complain, 

Since you appear d upon the plain, 
You are the cauſe of all my care; 

Your eyes ten thouſand dangers dart ; 

Ten thouſand torments vex my heart: 
J love, and I defpair. 


Too much, Alexis, I have heard, 
*Tis what I thought, tis what I fear'd, | 
And yet I pardon you, ſhe cried ; = M 
But you ſhall . ne er again 5 
To breathe your vows, or ſpeak your pain: 
He bow'd, W and dy d. 
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THE FRENCH VALET IN LONDON. 
(Tune —In Londres I was a tailure nice.) 


I Londres I was a valet ſmart, 
And dres'd de lords ſo gay; 
, ſo vell I play my part, 
* dem double pay. 
I dreſs, I talk with ſuc i 
And flatt'ring things aid ſay, 
And when I could de bank note mace, 
Begar me run away. 


I den turn gambler, and den 
I roll on de four ace ; 

IIl cheat fools dat is one to ten, 
And ſhew a modeſt face. 


eine to nick 


At double handed play, 
Leſt juſtice ſhould play me a trick, 
Begar me run away. 


We gentlemen dat's born in France, 


ave impudence in ftore ; 
We learn to fence, to fing, and dance, 
And call Jack Engliſh—Bore ; 
* ſo happy is — 5 ſtate, 
ure 


tronage 
Your Re F 3 here awaits, 
Tres humble ſervateur ! 8 


(437 
A NEW SONG. 
| By Mr. Oarnan, 
(Tune—In vain I ſeek the woodbine bower.} 


N vain I aſk the muſes aid, 
My paſſion to declare; 
Reluctant each inſpiring maid, 
To ſing the chairming fair. 


In vain J aſk the queen of love, 
My ſuit ſne does deny; 

Still as averſe muſt Cupid prove, 

Dor neither will comply. 


*Tis envy, or perhaps tis ſpite, 
Her charms 1 remain; 

Or they would all alike unite 
To eaſe a lover's pain. 


Her beauties are above my art— 
Above my {kill her praiſe ; 

Her charms imprinted on my heart, 
Her worth alone diſplays. 


Young William was a Ruſtic Youth, 
(Tune—Young Lubin was a ſhepherd's boy.) 


OUNG William was a ruſtic youth, 
He lov'd a falſe, deceitful fair; 
His mind he told in artleſs truth, 
Her ſcorn encreas'd his ſad diſpair. 


K TJ 


Her boſom ne'er had ond love's ſway, 
Contemptibly ſhe mock'd his pow'r ; 
For ever airy, ever gay, 


With joy ſhe paſs'd the ſprightly hour. 


One eve as Sally trip'd the grove, 

She met poor William fill'd with care; 
Again he preſt his ardent love, 

Again addreſt the faithleſs fair. 


Scorn was the beſt return he gain'd 
For his gen'rous, faithful love; 
The Rn bo felt was real, not feign'd, 
But deaf to all his vows ſhe prov'd. 


Young Hall was triping croſs the plain, 
The nymph ſhe met the youth with joy ; 
In haſte ſhe left her love- ſick ſwain, ; 
And with young Hall ſhe kiſs'd and toy' d. 


It is too much, poor William cry'd, 
Then ſwift as fate he clear'd the ſhore ; 
And plunging in the ſwelling tide, 
Alas ! ke ſunk to riſe no more. 


THE 
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THE UNFADING BEAUTY. 
By Miſs Clans of Cheltenham, 
(Tune—The Roundelay.) 


H E that loves a roſy cheek, 
Or a coral lip admires ; 
Or from ſtar- bright eyes doth ſeelæ 
Fuel to maintain his fires: 
As old Time makes theſe decay, 

So his flame muſt waſte away. 


: But a ſmooth and gentle mind, 
Gentle thoughts and calm deſires, 
Hearts with equal love can bind, 
Kindle never dying fires : 
Where theſe are not, what ſuffice 
Lovely cheeks, or lips, or eyes? 


Such a girl as this I'd love 
With a paſſion firm and ſure, 
Ever conſtant I would prove; | 
Hence, away ! bright beauty's lure : 
Such a girl as this with joy, 


I'd taſte bleſſings which can't cloy. 
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A FAVORITE SONG, 


: In the Comedy. of Two fir One. 
(Tone Duncan grey.) 


OHN trip'd up the ſtairs at night; 
2 Heigh ho! to Betty got. 
John trip'd up the ſtairs at night, 
Slily without candle light: 
Cries Bet, Who's there? 
&« *T1s I, my dear, 


« Johnny with his ſhoulder knot.“ 


What did fooliſh Betty do ? . 
Heigh ho! ſhe knew net what. 
What did foolith Betty do? 
Lift up the latch—and in he flew. 
When he kiſs'd, 
Could the reſiſt 
Johnny with his ſhoulder knot * 


3 Maudlin ſoon found out, 
* ho! poor Betty's lot. 
m Matdlin ſoon found out, 
1. har this (ſays ſhe) you've been about * 
Betty cries, 
And wipes her eyes, 
The deuce was in his ſhoulder knot.“ 


12 1 


A NEW COMIC SONC. 
(Tune—Amo amas.) 


Poro potas, 
I drink a glaſs 


To the man that wed t ſurrender ; 
Youth marks his face 
In the vocative caſe, 


And he's of the doubtful gender. 


Horum corum, 
Rotulorum, 
Loaves and fiſhes plenty; 


Shim ſham ſecretary, treaſury, and council, 
We all lve es in-preſenti, 


Poto potas, 
2 I drink the laſs 
o loves the pungo punxi; 
With lædo tudo, 
Divido trudo, 
Ex de ſemper faciunt fi, 


Horum corum, 
Hot cocolorum, 
Love and kiſſes plenty ; 


— 


Smick ſmack, diddle dadle, maſculinum genus, 


We all love es in prafenti. 


| 
| 
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Then fill your glaſs, 
Each lad * — 
Who here have ſat and heard us; 
May each knave ſwing 


In an hempen ſtring, 
Bos, fur, atque ſacerdos. 


Horum corum, 


_— As ſnorum, 
ibbets 


Chip chop, new 7 , * 1 e 7 Bill, 


To give ut es in preſenti, 


The Wooden Walls of Old England. 
Sung by Mr. DaxLEV. 


HEN Britain on her ſea- girt ſhore 
Her white rob' d Druids firſt addreſi d. 

What aid, ſhe cried, ſhall I implore ? 

What beſt defence by numbers preſs'd ? 
Hoſtile nations round thee riſe, 

The myſtic oracles replied, a 
And view thine iſle with envious eyes; 

Their threats defy, their rage deride : 


Nor fear invaſion from your adverſe Gauls ; 


Britain's beſt bulwarks are her wooden walls. 


Thine oaks Gefen to the main, 
With floating forts ſhall ſtem the tides, 
Aſſerting Britain's liquid reign, 
Where 'er her thund'ring navy r ides. 


991 
Nor leſs to peaceful arts inclin'd, | 
Where commerce opens all her ſtores, . 
In ſocial bands ſhall league mankind, 
And join the ſea-divided ſhores. 
Spread, then, thy ſails where naval glory calls, 
Britain's beſt bulwarks are her wooden walls. 


Hail, happy iſle ! what tho” thy vales, 

No vine impurpl'd tribute yield, | 
Nor fann'd with odonr-breathing gales, 

Nor crops ſpontaneous glad the field; 
Yet liberty rewards the toll 

Of induſtry to labour prone, } 
Who jocund ploughs the grateful ſoil, 

And reaps the Farveſt ſhe has ſown, 
While other realms tyrannic ſway enthralls; 
Britain's beſt bulwarks are her wooden walls. 


Thus ſpake the bearded ſeer of yore, 
In viſion wrapt, of Britain's fame, 
Ere yet Iberia felt her power, 
Or Galia trembl'd at her name. 
Ere yet Columbus dar'd to explore 
New regions riſing from the main. 
From ſea to ſea, from ſhore to ſhore, 
Bear then, ye winds, in ſolemn ftrain, 
This ſacred truth an awe-ftruck world appals, ' 
Britain's beſt bulwarks are her wooden walls.” 
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A FAVORITE COMIC SONG. 
Sung by Mr. Enwin, is the Highland Reel, 


OYS, when I play, cry, oh crimini ! 
Shelty's chaunter, ſqueakerimini ! 

In love tunes I'm ſo emphatical, 
Fingers ſhaking quiveratical. 

With agility, 

Grace, gentility, 

Girls ſhake heel and toe; 

15 15 3 ſo: 

My ji a pate, 

Titilate * 

Pretty mate, 


My hops love mirth, young blood circulate. 
* * T oodle, roadle, res, 


Oh, my chaunters ſound ſo prettily, 


Sweeter far than pipes from Italy; 
Croſs the Tweed I'll bring by tweedledum, 
Striking foreign flute and fiddle, dumb! 
Modern Rizzi's ſo 
Pleaſe mam's, miſſes, tho? 
Peers can marry ſtrum. 
Act plays very rum, 
F!l puff at ſquare ver; 
Can over 
| Man over, 
All the punny pipes from Italy. 
Teodle, &. 


v1 
Tm in talk, a pedant muſical, 
In fine terms, 1 lug intrufical, 
Slap bravuras, alt, the rage about 
Hayd'n Mara, opera, ſtage about; 
|: Oratorios, 
Cramer's, Florios : 
Things at jubilee, 
Neither he or ſhe, 
Die at Syren's note |: 
Tiny throat, 
Petticoat, 
This is amateur bighmuſical. | 
Toddler, ts 


A FAVOLXITE SONG 


Zug by Mr. Mz:iDows at Sa ler: Will, in the 
| April Toa. * 


Written by Mir. Rosso. 


1 firſt T lovely Nancy knew. 
From fair to fair I'd rove ; 


I ſigh'd and flatter'd, prov'd untrue, 
ſtranger then to love. 


In every ſhape, in every face 
New beauties did I fee ; j 
Perfection I could never trace, 


Till I rſt look'd on thee, 
| E 2 


Ne — — 


—— OO 


. 
_— — — — 


AN. 


bi 9 2 2 N 
r 


v 
n 


4 
— — 


— ˙ů ˙* 


152 ] 


In thee I ey'ry beauty find, 
Far more than nature told, 

A Venus' face, Minerva's mind, 
The graces all behold. 


Till now I ne'er a paſſion knew, 
My follies to reprove, 

As to the pole the needle true, 
Thy Henry now will love. 


DES 06 ů 
TIMES GOE BY TURNES.. 
A curious Ol D So, by RoBERT SouTHWBELL, 


HE lopped tree in time may grow again, 
Moſt naked plants renew both fruite and 


flower, | 
The ſorrieft wight may find releaſe from paine, 
The dryeſt ſoile ſucke in ſome moyſt'ning ſhower. 
Times goe by turns, and chaunces change by courſe, 


From foule to faire ; from better hap to worſe, 


'The ſea of fortune doth not for ever flow, 
Shee draws her favours to the loweſt ebbe, 


Her tides have equall times to come and goe : 


Her loome dothe weave ye fine and courſeſt webbe, 


No joy ſo yu bat runneth to an end, . 
No hap ſo hard but may in fine amen. 


Not alwaies fall of leave, nor ever ſpring, 
No endleſs night, nor yet eternal day; 
The ſaddeſt birds a ſeaſon find to ſing, 
The rougheſt ſtorme a calme may jo allay. 
Thus with ſucceeding turnes God tempereth all, 


That men may hope to riſe, yet feare to fall. 


Ei 


A caunce may win ye by miſchaunce was loſt, 
hat net that holds no great takes little fiſh, 

In ſome things all, in ſome none is croſt. ; 
Fewe all they need, but none have all they wiſh, 

Unmeddled joys heere to no man befall 


Who leaſt, hath ſome, who moſt hath never all. 


A FAVORITE NEW PAROD , 
y 
On While happy in my native land.“ 


INJ HILE happy in my fair one's arms, 
What rapt'rous joys poſſeſſing; 
To gaze on woman's blooming charms, 
Extatic is the bleſlings. 
A virtuous girl is all my pride, 
Poſſeſſing wit and beauty; 
Bleſt with her love I ne er deride, 
But pay reſpect and anty, 
Each free born Brian's with ſhould he 
Give me the girl that's kind and free. 
Give me, &fc, 


Let fops and fools ſtill court the glaſs, 
A prey to ſelf- opinion; 
wy Joys are center'd in my laſs, 
bow to love's dominion. 
Fer Nancy is the girl I love, 
My heart owns love's impreſſion, - 
Each tender moment I improve 
The yielding ſoft * ac 
Each free born Briton's wiſh ſhould be, 
Give me the gitl that's kind and free. 


E 5 


Give me, Sc 


ne 


A FAVORITE MASONIC SONG, 


Sung by Brother SaunDers. 
(Tune—Balance a ſtraw.) 


HEN the ſun from the eaſt ſalutes mortal eyes, 

And the ſkylark melodiouſly bids us ariſe ; 
With our hearts full of joy, we the ſummons obey, 
Straight repair to our work, and to moiſten our clay. 


On the traſſel our maſter draws angles and lines, 
There with freedom and fervency forms his deſigns; 
Not a picture on earth is ſo lovely to view, 

All his lines are ſo perfect, his angles ſo true. 


In the weſt ſee the warden ſubmiſſively ſtand, 

The maſter to aid and obey his command; 

The intent of his ſignals we perfectly know, 

And we ne'er take offence when he gives us a blow. 


In the lodge ſloth and dulneſs we always avoid, 
Fellow-crafts and apprentices all are employ'd; 
Perfect aſhlers we finiſh, ſome make the rough plain, 
All are pleas'd with their work, and are pleas'd with 
their gain. 


| When my maſter I've ſerved ſeven years, perhaps 
more, 

Some ſecrets he'll tell me I ne'er knew before; 

In my boſom Tl keep them as long as I live, 

And purſue the directious his wiſdom fhall give, 


1 
I'Il attend to his call, both by night and by day, 


It is his to command, and tis mine to obey; 
Whenſoe'er we are met, I'll attend to his nod, 
And I'll work till high twelve, then I'll lay down my 


THE BILLINGSGATE LOVERS, 


A Cantata, by Mr. OAkKMAN, 


' RECITATIVE. - 
3 WAS where the hoarſe-mouth'd race each 


morning meet, 
To fetch ſea-dainties for the ſumptuous treat; 
Thither Piſcater*, fill'd with love's ſoft fire, 
Repair'd to meet the fait, his ſoul's deſire; 
A charming laſs with roſy cheeks elate, 
Known by the name of Beſs of Billingſgate: 
He ſaw the nymph ſurrounded by the crowd, 
And thus his ardent paſſion ſung aloud. 


9 © 


| (Tune—Let the wits of the age.) 


O! Peſly, aſſuage 
This terrible rage, 
Which my heart will fry up like a flounder; 
Like ſmelts is thy breath, 
Like pearlsare thy teeth, 
And thy lips red as lobſters ſtill found are. 


* A fiſherman, 


Py 


* 
Thoſe eyes too of thine, 
Like whitings ſtill ſhine, 
When nightis their luſtre diſplaying z 
I to nothing compare, 
But to eels thy ſoft hair, 
Which over thy ſhoulders is ſtray ing. 


RECITATIVE. 


Beſs heard his well-known voice, and thus replied : 
My Jack I hear, his love can't be derĩed; 
Welcome, my boy, thy truth I mean to crown, 
And for the future take thee for my own, 


AIX. 
(Tune — Melton oyſters.) 


Like Turtle true, 
I'll be to you, 
No company for royſters; 
When night draws nigh, 
You'll hear me cry, F 
Will you have any Melton oyſters?“ 


With ſhrimps and prawns, 
When ſummer dawns, | 
To Pall Mall from the cloyſters ; 
In winter I, | 
—Again will cry, 


Will you have any Melton oyſters, 
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1 
RICTrATIVE. 


Well pleas'd he heard her kind conſent, 
And with her promiſe was content: 
The Rindeſt thoughts inform'd his breaſt, 
When he again the fair addreſt. 


& 20... 
(Tune—Mrs. Caſey.) 


Here take, my love, this fine braſs ring, 
To church let's haſte away now ;_ - 
There's ſtentor Jack, a catch will fing, 
To grace our wedding day now: 
From ſtem to ftern, with joy Fl turn, 
And caſt my nets for money: _ 
Old Thames ſo-aigh, will ſtill fupply 
Rare gudgeons for my honey. | 
With my tol de rol de ri ti tol, Seq 


RECITATIVE. 


While future bliſſes now dilate his heart, 
Of royal purl he orders ſoon a quart ; 

They drink like fiſh—her baſket then he takes, 
And till they're married, ne'er the fair forſakes, 


Ae Bind een Y | 
(Tune—Pleaſure, goddeſs all divine.) 


May love and fortune ever bleſs, 
Hearty Jack and black-eyed Beſs ; 
She will fell, and he will catch: 
There cannot be a better match. 
77 Da capa. 
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4 FAVORITE LITTLE SONNET. 
By R. W. 


M Y Polly aſx d the other day, 
With ſmiling look and heaving ſigh, 
If I could love for e er and nay, 


The- filly object in my eye. 


Her hand I elaſpt upon my heart, 
And told her there to ſearch reply; 
She own'd the flutterer play d its part, 
Each pant beſpoke its miſtreſs by. 
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A FAVORITE SONG. 


kung by Miſs FonteweLLs, in the Highland Reel, 


| VIV father's houſe is clean and nice, 


My little men iſe ; 
My chamber deck'd with trinkums fine, 
The window ſpread with jeſſamine. 
I have a blackbird gay, 
Oh, he's a pretty fellow, 
He whiſtles ſweet and mellow, 
be live long day © 


0 


My playful kid, for handſome I've man 
My — bounding, 2 oy 
Next my fav'rite cow : 
Yet I love none half ſo well | 
As my Chg Lt. my dear Fidel, 
y little bow-wow |! 
Haſte, gentle lover, now. for you, 


Papa, kid, dog, and chick adieu 


In town I'll be, my glaſs can tell, 
A monſtrous flaming married belle; 
The foremoſt in e een 
At operas, plays, and balls and routs, 
All in my plumage fine : 
Around me ſmarts ſhall flatter, 
About me what a clutter! 
She's all divine!“ 


They ſing. ther dance; to pleaſe me how they 
caper pe? 


Whilſt rivals challenge, huff and vapour, 
As birds, all welcome here to woo; 
For Charley's ſake begone cuckoo, 

I'll ne'er create my ſpouſy's ſhame, 

To ſinge my wings around the flame. 


LING O's © 
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LINGO WEDDING. 


A NEW COMIC sos. 


( Tune—Puſh about the jorum.) i 


NCE more, good friends, Lingo appears, 
His heart with joy elate, fir, 
In ſpite of all rude Cudden's ſneers, 
I ne'er repine at fate, fir ; | 
For Cowſlip is my wedded wife, 
I am a happy homus, 
And live a multus bonus life, 
In Domini Felix's domus! 


- 


We tript to church, ſo blythe and gay, 
Our hearts were void of care, fir, 
Farmer Stump he led the way, 
And Cudden too, was there, fir, 
 Cowllip ſhe was dreſt ſo neat, 
White mittens on her manus 


6 The bella mulier look'd ſo ſweet 
And lovely as a canus. | 


I be ceremony ſoon was o'er, 
- And then magnus and ſmall, fir, 
With joy. and-glee ſtrait did repair, 
* To Domini Felix's hall, fir ! 
A bonus dinner was prepar'd, 
Which ſoon was ſet before e'm ; 
The ruſtic ſwains ne er better far'd, 
And I ſung rorum corum. 


5 
* 
Fc 


[ 61 J 


Farmer e . out encore, 


(Claſping of ſtingo,) 
Such ſingin — 12 hd before ; 
« Braveſhmo! good Lingo!” 


Then by defire, 1 ſung 46 B., wow,” 


The farmer roſe to ſpeak, ſir, 
And in a paſſion ſaid, as how 
He wasn't fond of Greek, ſir. 


Each domus in my praiſe did ring, 
We all were ſome what mellow; 
J ak'd my Cowſlip for to ſing, 
She gave, the Charming Fellow, 
A Latin epitaph I ſung, 
Expreſſing of my joys, fic 
With acclamations the hall rung, 


In giving me applauſe, fir. 


The ev'ning now was far advanc'd, 
We bid the ſwains good night, ſir, 

Away they all together danc d, 
Each heart beat with delight, fir. 
If you acquit me with applauſe, - 

* *Twill cheer me and my ſtingo; 

I hope you all will back the cauſe, 
And wiſh ſucceſs to Lingo. 


A NEW 
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A NEW BACHANALIAN SONG. 


Sung at the A Society. The wt ords by Mr. 
BAE RR. 


ACCHUS ! jolly god of Nette 
Pour thy inexhauſted treaſure, 

Give me, give me ſparkling wine ! 

Let me taſte thoſe joys divine.— 

Fill the goblet, fill it high, 

Swittly let the moments fly. 


Hither, all you loves, repair, 

Void of ſorrow, void of care; 
Lovely woman bring before me, 
What extatic joys run o'er me. 

Away, dull care—let Bacchus' ns, 
Make me expire in pleaſure's dream. 


WILLIAM any NANCY. 
A NEW SEA SONG. 


(Tune — O pour me out the ſparkling ab.) 
By Mr. GRAVES, 


1 long boat 5 * adieu, my love, 
Let hope your true ſheet- anchor prove, 


And faithful love retain; — 
For tho I'm bound to foreign ſhore, 
To hear the dreadful cannon's roar, 


We yet ſhall meet again. 
| We yet ſhall, Se. 


[ 63 1 
And hark! I hear the boit'ring crew, 
It waras me hence, my love, adieu! 
All tears are now in vain. | 
As firm as oak, your William's heart, 


'Tho' now with Nan he's forc'd to part, 
We 20 ſhall meet again, 


We yet Hall, e. 


To flutt ring fools don't give your ear, 

From falſhood's fatal ſands keep clear, 
Uaſhaken yet remain; 

In virtue's ſteps thy paths purſue, 

Farewel, my Nan, ſweet girl, adieu! 
We ſoon ſhall meet again. 


We for ſhall, 2 


The follewing little AIR awas written by Mr. Dispzx, 
and fung at the Ratundo, Dublin, with great applanſe. 


| TO a mind the moſt fickle, your perſon might 


charm, 
' Tho', your worth admiration might move, 
Tho' your tongue, arm'd with reaſon, the coldeſt 
might warm, 


So J can admire—but not love. 


Tho' a father commands, yet ſo wa . 
Such a ſacrifice does 3 e | 
He alone has my heart who I've reaſon to hate, 


While 1 flight him who merits my hand, 
52 | F 2 
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AN w Sox in praiſe of Burton Ale. 


(Tune — Derry down.) 


Ne tell me of liquors from Spain or from France, 
+ * They may get in your heels and inſpire you to 
dance; TE 
Bat the Ale of old Burton, if mellow and tight, 
Will cheriſh your hearts, and inſpire you to fight, 
: | . Derry down, Ft 


Your claret and Rheniſh, and fine Calcavalla, 
Were never yet able to make a good fellow, 
But of fleut Burton ale if you drink but enough, 
Will make you all jolly, and hearty, and tough. 
Derry dxwn, Ec. 


Then let meagre Frenchmen batten on wine, 

They ne'er will digeſt a good Eng liſh ſurloin, 

Parbiu, they may vapour and caper away, 

But right Burton ale makes us valiant and gay, 
. Deriy dun. &e 


Come here, then. ye mortals, that's prone to deſpair, 
From frowns of dame fortune, or frown of the fair, 
Whate er your diforder, three zips will prevail, 
And the beſt panacea you'll find Burton ale. 

Derry down, S c. 


Then Molly approach with yout Peacock and cann, 
Not Juno herſelf brought more bleſſings to man; 
With nip after m, all my ſorrows beguile, 
And my fottune aud miſtreſs ſhall ep ſmile. 
| erry down, FR 


1 


A FAVORITE SONNET. 


By her Grace the Ducheſs of DzvoxsH1IRE. | 


RING -me flowers, and bring me wine, 
Boy attend thy maſter's call; 

Round my brows let myrtles twine, 

At my feet let Roſes fall. 
Breathe in ſofteſt notes the flute, 
Form the ſong and ſound the lute ; 
Let thy gentle accents flow 
As the whiſpering zephyrs blow. - 


Sorrow would annoy my heart, 
But I hate its baneful ſting ; 
Joys ſhall chace the rapid dart, 
For J will laugh, and I will ſing. 
What avails the down-caft eye? 
What avails the tear, the ſigh ? 
Why ſhould grief obſtruct our way, 
When we hve but for a day ? 


F3z A FAVO- 


"- 
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A FAVORITE PARODY 
; On © Dear Tom this brown jag.” 


1 ſir, this brown pig that lies dead in the 

Rye, . p 

Which a twelvemonth ago, fir, you wanted to buy, 

Was once nam'd Old Beſs, and from Yorkſhire 
ſhe came, 5 

Believe me, her anceſtors were all true game: 

In noſing about none could her excel, 


And then for a grunt ſhe of all hore the belle. 


But her body, fince now it's bereav'd of its breath, 
And hugg'din the boſom of grim ſavage death, 
Tho laid in the ground, be it ever fo low, 

It may be ſcratch d up by ſome carrion grow: 

To her mem'ry my thoughts ſhall never be leſs, 

So here's to the once famous grunting brown Beſs. 


— — * 
DARBY's RETURN FROM PRUSSIA. © 
Jung by Mr. Eownn, Jun. at the 7. beatre-Royal, 


* 


C . 


(Tune — Since Kathleen, &c.) 


AFE and ſound I've return'd from the wars, 
And, thanks to good Juck, free from ſcars; 
No-mor:, firs, abroad will I roam, 

But I've ſnug in my cabin at home; 
No more ſhall love run in my head, 


Since Kathleen her Dermot has wed, 
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With each girl I'll joke and be free, 

But no thoughts of marriage for me; 

No more I'll obey Father Luke, 

Since truth he for two ſheep forſook ; 

His bottle I find he'lb aill bug, 

And remains fond of Dermot's brown jug. 


Ihen hey for a frolickſome life, 
Without taſting ſorrow or ſtrife ; 
In Pruſſia I left my friend Pat 
And his Norah, but no matter for that ; 
Jo leave them I did not repent, 

Since at home I enjoy more content. - 


My time in my farm I'll employ, 
And again be a tight [riſh boy; 
No more of your battles, d'ye ſee, 

Dear Ireland's the village for me. 
Ihen, good friends, complete all my zor. 
And poor Darby diſmiſs with applauſe. 


A NEW BACCHANALIAN SONG. 
| Sung at the Beef-Steak Club. 


(Tune—Flow thou regal putple ſtream.) 


MEATH admit us of thy crew. 
What have we with care to do? 
While we live let us employ 

Every hour in mirth and joy. 

Puſh the ſparkling goblet round, 
For in that true joys are found; 
Wine's the cordial of the ſoul, 

Reyvel ou without controul. 


4 —— ——gͤ—2 
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Let old dotards be ſevere, 


Treat us with a.cynic ſneer ; FE 
Still we'll quaff while thus we may, 

Fate mayn't have another day ; 

Envy's ſelf ſhall never dare, 

On our joys to interfere. - 

Drink and quaff with amorous fire, 

Till with p we Expire. 


THE JEALOUS LOVER, 
A FAVORITE LITTLE SONNE'T, 


( une — The hardy ſailor.) 


HE jea p lous lover's pangs are 1 t. 
When ſuſpicion haunts his 3 


Not one gleam of hope benignant 


Lull's his ſoul when robb d of reſt. 


To every joy his heart a ſtranger, 
When bis diral he deſcries 2 
Fill d with rage he meets the danger, 

Torn with fires, and dies ! 


— 
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A FAVORITE PARODY 
On ** Oh, had I been by fate decreed.” 


H! had I learnt to ſhave and bleed, 
And been a barber fine ! 
In fair Bet Blowſy's fight indeed, 
I might appear divine 
What bliſſes I'd been born to taſte ! 
But what a pretty go! 
She hates a tailor, and muſt I waſte 
My life in griet and woe ! 


A FAVORITE MASONIC SONG, 


d 
Sung by Brother JounsToONe. 


(Tune—He comes, &c.) 


NITE ! nnite ! your voices raiſe, 


Loud! loudly fing free-maſons praife ; 


Spread far and wide their ſpotleſs fame, 
And glory in the ſacred name. 


Behold ! behold ! the upright band, 
In virtue's paths go hind in hand ; 
They ſhun each ill, they do no wrong, 
Strit honor does to. them belong. 


- * 


**« 


1 


How juſt! how juſt are all their ways, 
Superior fat to mortal praiſe; 

Their worth diſcription far exceeds, 
For matchleſs are free-maſons' deeds, 


Go on! go on! af. om and true, eh: 

Still, {till the ſame bright path purſue; 

'Th' admiring world ſhall on you gaze, b 
And friendſhip's altar ever blaze. 


! begone ! fly, diſcord, hence, 

With party rage and inſolence ; 
. Sweet peace ſhall bleſs this happy band, 
And freedom ſmile throughout the land, 
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SONNET TO INDEPENDENCE. 


Sung at Freemaſon's Tavern, 
(Tune—Behold' your little honeſt Ben.) 


NT of ever ſmiling peace, 

Of blooming joys and tranquil eaſe, 

And freedom A divine, | 

Thee Independence bland I ſing, 

For thee I fly on fancy's wing, | + 
I' invoke th' Aonian Nine. 


7 ixvale , Oc, 


* 
C — 15 
——— — 
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Enliven'd by thy genial ray, 

The glowing will ſhall wing its way, 
To wiſdom's ſacred ſhrine ; | 

And there in humble poſture bend, 

Implore the goddeſs to befriend 

And crown each bliſs of thine, 


And crows, (ot. 


Without her aid how vain the joys 
That flow from tranſitory toys, 
To dazzle human fight ; | 
It is her triumph to o'erthrow 
Wild folly's, vain delufive ſhew, 
And give ſupreme delight. 
And give, Sc. 


THE WHIMSICAL LOVER's GIFT, 
Sung by Mr, HZWIRD INE, at the Anacreontic Society, 


8 eruel Mary, pretty rake, 
Dear mercenary beauty 

What annual off ring ſhall I make, 5 ON 
Expreſſive of my duty? 


My heart a victim to thy eyes 
Should I at once deliver, 

Say, would the angry fair one prize 
the gift, who ſlights the giver ? 


of . 
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A bill or jewel, watch or toy, 

| My rivals give, and let em, 
If gems or gold import a joy, 
I give them when I get em. 


I'll give but not the full blown roſe, 

- Or roſe bud more in faſhion; 

Such ſhort liv'd offsprings but diſcloſe, 
A tranſitory paſſion, 


* 


III give thee ſomething yet unpaid, 
ot leſs ſincere than civil, | 
I'll give thee—ah, my charming maid, 


I'll give thee to the devil. 


NOTHING LIKE GROG. 


A FAVORITE DRINKING SONG, 
Sung by Mr. JonAxxor. 


Plague of thoſe muſty old lubbers, 
Who tell us to faſt and to think, 
And patient fall in with life's rubbers, 
With nothing but water to drink, 
A cann of good ſtuff, had they twigg'd it, 
Would have ſet them for pleaſure agog, 
And 'ſpite of the rules 
Of the ſchools, the old fools 
Would have all of 'em ſwigg'd it, 
And ſwore there was 1 . i like grog. 


1 

My father, when laſt I from Guinea 
Return'd with abundance of wealth, 
Cried, Jack, never be ſuch a ninny 

To drink —ſays I, Father, your health. _ 
So I paſs'd round the ſtuff—ſoon he twigg'd it, 

And it ſet the old codger agog ; 

And he ſwigg'd and mother, 

And fifter and brother, 
And I ſwigg'd, and all of us ſwigg d it, 

And ſwore there was nothing like grog. 


One day when the chaplain was preaching, 
Behind him I curiouſly flank, | 
And, while he our duty was teaching, 
As how we ſhould never get — 4 
Itipt him the ſtuff, and he twigg'd it, 
hich ſoon ſet his rev rence agog. 
And he ſwigg'd, and 'Nick ſwigg' d, 
And Ben ſwigg'd, and Vick ſwigg d, 
And I ſwigg d, and all of us ſwigg'd it, 
And ſwore there was nothing like grog. 


Then truſt me there's nothing as drinking 
So pleaſant on this fide the grave ; 
It w_ the unhappy from thinking, 
And makes even valiant more brave. 
For me, from the moment I twigg'd it, 
The good ſtuff has ſet me agog; 
ick or well, late or early, 
| Wind foully or faicly, 
T've conſtantly ſwigg'd it, | 
And, damme, there's nothing like grog. 
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YARROW VALE, 
Surg by Mrs. ICI rr, at Vauxhall. 


N Yarrow Vale, by Yarrow ſtream, 
Where loye and youth and beauty ſtray, 
Oft thro' the twilight's waving gleam 
Sweet Mary trac'd the dewy way. 
She lov'd the meads, the tow ring trees, 
The fanning of the weſtern gale, 


Yet ſigh d for ſomething ſtill to pleaſe, 


In Yarrow ftream, in Yarrow vale. 


In Yarrow vale, by Yarrow ſtream, 
Sweet pleaſure-reigns, ſhe penſive ſaid; 
Here ſhades indulge the ſhepherd's dream, 
And zephyrs ſoothe the ſlumb'ring maid, 
While I in languor range each grove, 
Liſt'ning the lonely woodlark's wail, 
And the woods unheeded roye, 
By Yarrow ſtream, in Yarrow vale. 


In Yarrow vale, by Yarrow. ſtream, 
Nature his friend, his guardian love, 
Colin, beneath the morn's ſoft beam, 
Had follow'd Mary thro' the grove. 
He lock dhe bluſh'd ; he ſpoke—ſhe figh'd : 
No words are made to tell the- tale. 


O charming meads and groves, ſhe cried, 


By Yarrow ſtream, in Yarrow vale, 


T% . 


THE FARMER's BLUNDER.' 
A COMIC sox s. 


(Tune How happy a ſtate does a miller poſſes.) 


WHILE but attend, and a tale I'II relate, 

1 T hope for the preſent ſome mirth will create; 
The ſtory is very well known in the weſt, 

Where many good people ſtill laugh at the jeſt. 


A farmer who long had indulg'd a defire, 

To ſee London town and to viſit the ſquire, 

When his rent became due he ſet out for that place, 

As he thought that would make him appear with a 
— | 


The *ſquire was pleas'd this tenant to view, 

Why, farmer, he cried, you are punctual and true; 
Come, butler, make hafte with a bottle of wine, 
And, tenant, walk in, for you ſhall ſtay and dine. 


Then leading the way, to the parlour he goes, 
Which was full of fine ladies and very fine beaux-; 
The farmer he ſcrap'd, and he pull'd off his hat, 
Scratch'd his ears and could hardly tell what to be at. 


When he ſaw ſuch fine folks he ſoon offer d to go, 
And beg'd he might dine with the zervants below, 
For fear of zome blander, which he might commit; 
But the ſquire inſiſted that down he ſhould fit, 


G2 
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The dinner ferv'd in, and the company placed, 
The farmer was help'd with each thing in high taſte; 
When he drank, from the table, his manners to prove, 
He roſe, and as conſtantly gave them his love, 


A wagg who to miſchief was often inclin'd, _ 

Gave a hint for removing his chair from behind; 
He catches the cloth when he finds he mutt fall, 
And down came the diſhes the ſauces and all, 


The beaux and the belles were all trait in a flatter, 

Their clothes were beſprinkld with gravy and butter. 

O curſe you, ſays one, you have ſpoil'd my beſt 
ſacque; 


But the farmer lay ſilent awhile on his back. 


A cuftard by accident fell in his chops, 

And on his huge belly a pudding there drops; 
One roars out like thunder, he'll pink out his ſoul, 
But the farmer roſe up and thus foke to the whole. 


*Tis owing to you | am now in diſgrace, , 
You ſhould never ou people thus out of their place; 
To the country I ſoon will be jogging amain, 

And 1 hope I ſhall never zee London again. 


THE WISHES OF THE HEART. 
A FAVORITE NEW SONG, 


OUNG Sally, pride of all the plain, 
Was woo'd by every ruſtic ſwain, 
Each own'd the pleafing ſmart ; 
But Harry was the youth fhe lov'd, 
She felt the flame, and felt approved 
The wiſhes of the heart. 


THE 
One eve as thro' the grove he ſtrayed, 
He ſpied his Sally, lovely 3 
| aring to depart ; 
Oh ſtay, lov'd maid, the ſhepherd cried, 
Hear my fond tale, and don't deride, 
The wiſhes of the heart. 


The nymph ſhe bluſh'd, and figh'd conſent, 
And ſeem'd to plaud the ſwain's intent, 
He vow'd they'd never part, 
At church next morn they ſoon were bleſt, 
And now the lovers, both poſſeſs 
The wiſhes of the heart. 


2 1 4 0 8 : — — 


A FAVORITE SONG. 


Sung by Mr. IncLebon, at Vauxhall, _ 
A TISQD, all ye nymphs and ye ſwains of the 


Ds | 
For you I have rov'd the plain round, 
Whole months I've been prying, and now I have ſeen 
Where ſmiling content's to be found. 


I ſought her mongſt crowds and in each gaudy place, 
But theſe were the manſions of care; 

In the-palace of greatneſs unknown was her face, 
Contentment had never been there, 


At laſt near a brook to a cottage I ſtray d, 
With a few ſingle ſheep on 4 n, 

The roſe and the woodbine their ſweetneſs diſplay d; 
Not plenty, but health bleſt the ſcene. 
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Good- nature appear d and unlocked me the door, 


Nor knew what my coming there meant, | 
How great my ſurprize, here my ſearch was all o'er, 
She told me her name was Content. | 


A * 


A FAVORITE MASONIC DUETT. 


Sung by Brothers NELSON and Brow N. 


(Tune—When Phabus the tops, &c.) 


WAY HILST princes and heroes promiſcouſly fight, 
And for the world's empireexert all their might, 
We fit in our lodges from dangers ſecure, 
No hardſhips we meet with, no danger endure, 
Baut each brother cheerfully joins in a ſong. 
Our rites we renew, 
Our pleaſures purſue; 
Thus we waft time along. 


To reſtleſs ambition we never give way, 

Cur friends and our ſecrets we never betray. 
Henceforth, O ye heroes, your ravages ceaſe, 

And the laurels ye wear to free-maſons releaſe. 
Tho” ye won them by war, we claim them by peace, 


| They are ours, ours, ours, ours, ours. 


Tue ye wan them by war, Tc, 
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A FAVORITE AIR. 
Sung by Mr. BANNISTER, in the Highland Reel, 


ON gn. ag great in arts and arms, 
For manly worth and female charms _ 
Renown'd has ever been: 
And now the care of bounteous heaven, 
Has to happy Albion given 
A gracious King and Queen : 
In their royal progeny, our blooming proſpects ſmile, 
The fair poſſeſs d of every grace, 
And in the generous ſons, we trace 
The guardians of our iſle. 


On Creſly's plains an Edward fought, 
A captive king to London brought ; 
"Twas there his glories ſhone : 
Tho! terrible in battle, he 
Could ſhew by god-like clemency, 
He grac'd the wreath he won. 
Whene'er ambition tempts the war, we're ready for 
- the field, 
To find a Creſſy ſtill in France, 
A royal Frederick wields the lance, 
And holds Britannia's ſhield, | 


Let Fame record Eliza's days, 
Her trumpet tune to ſongs of praiſe, 
| The grand Armada fee: 
The Invincible ſhe overcame, 
And Spaniſh pride was turn'd to ſhame, . 
By Britons great and free. 

Old mas, thus exulting, to royal William ſpokes 

If woman once could guard my realm, 

What triumph now, when at my helm 
I place a heart of oak l My royal heart of ok! 


{ % 


A FAVORITE SONG. 


Sang by Mrs. Cxovcn, in the Doftor and the 
Apothecary, - 


HE ſummer heats beſtowing 
I heir influence on the roſe, 
Perfect its charms when blowing, 
And every ſweet diſcloſe ; 


Yet ſummer ſuns denying, 
The zephyr and the ſhower, 

Their fervid glow applying, 
Deſtroy their fav'rite flower. 


The love-fick heart iring, 
The ſunſhine of 8 
Continual bliſs deſiring, 
Yet ſickens with exceſs. 


I be fond, the ſecret tear, 
Soft paſſions keeps ali ve, 
The breath of doubt and fear, 
| Like zeptiyrs bid it thrive. 


A FAVORITE SONG. 
Sung by Mr. SzDew1c, in the ſame, 


Ex angry deen to the ſky | 
In proud deſpite his billows roll; 
Let thunders to his threats reply, 
Fear is a ſtranger to my ſoul, - 


E 
Wichin the heart which love illumes, 
And bleſſes with his ſacred rays, 


If meaner paſſion e'er preſumes, 
It fades before the hallow'd blaze. 


Tho' war with ſullen aſpect low'r, 
And crimſon o'er the troubled wave, 
And emulates the lightning's pow'r, 
The dangers of the fight I brave. 
Within the heart, Ee. 


A NEW SONG. 
By Miſs WIIsox. | 
(Tune—Oc'er moorlands and mountains, &c.) 


HEN May morning uſhers the ſweets of the 
ſpring, 
And nature is ſmiling around; 
When ren een in the woodlands moſt charmingly 
ng, g 
And with beauty each proſpect is crown'd, 
Then, then with fair Phillis I happily ſtray 
_ Ofer meadow, or ſweet- ſcented vale ; 


In tendereſt accents my paſſion convey, . 
While health I imbibe from each gale. 


The nymphs of the village and ſhepherds all join, 
The ſports of the day to prolong ; 

Fach boſom then glows with a rapture divine ! 
And echo reſponds to each ſong, 

With ribbons and flowrets the may-pole is crown'd,, 
Young and old then all jocund advance ; 

Each face with a ſmile of good humor is found, 
While the tabor beats up to the dance. 
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What felicity now thro' the village is ſeen, 
Feſtivity reigns in each mind; 

What ſhouts when my Phillis is choſe the queen, 
More than pleaſures of grandeur refin'd 

Here nature is ſeen, unaſſiſted by art, 
No ſplendor, no pomp, and no pride ; 

The eye ſpeaks the language at once of the heart, 
Nor the tender ſalute is denied. | 


With native ſimplicity, eaſy and gay, 
Thus conſtant we paſs away time ; 
We revel at night, if we wil all the day: 
Such mirth can be ne'er deem'd a crime. 
On the cheeks of the laſſes the lily and roſe 
Are blended delightful to view; 
We harbour no thought which we dare not diſcloſe, 


DEAR LE VERROU. 
Sung by Miſs Poor r, at Vauxhall. 


Once had a lover that try'd every art, 

To make me believe he was honeft at heart; 
He call'd me his goddefs and dear ; 
To my charaber I flew, he follow'd me there : 
In vain the purſuit, tho' he vow'd to prove true,. 
My only protection was dear Le Verrou! 


In ſolitude oft flow d the heart- grieving tear, 

In vain was each ſigh, for I fcorn to give ear; 
His ſentiments feign'd, mere deception and plot, 
He'd love me for ever—but marry me not : 

80 I bade him get hence, and no longer purſue, 

The chamber door ſhut—he figh'd, & & Verrou !. 
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Thus men are all falſe, tho' by beauty inſpir d; 
The paſſion of virtue-is ſeldom admir'd; 
Old, ugly, decripit, men-call them all fair, 

And will not dare wed, tho' to trifle will dare: 
So to dear little love I now bid adieu, 

Till Hymen himſelf ſhall remove Le Verrou, 


Om OOO 


WHEN THE FANCY. STIRRING. BOWL. 


Sung at the Beef-Steak Club, and at the Anacreontic 
| Society. 


(Tune—Mrs. Caſey.) 


HEN the fancy ſtirring bowl 
Wakes its world of pleaſure, 
Glowing viſions gild my ſoul, 
And life's an endleſs treaſure. 
Mem'ry decks my waſted heart, 
Freſh with gay deſires; 
Rays divine my ſenſes dart, 
kindling Hope inſpires. 
Then who'd be grave, 
X When wine. car ave , 
The heavieſt foul from ſinking 5 
And magic grapes, 
Give angel ſhapes, 
To ev'ry girl we're drinking. 
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Here ſweet Benignity and Love 

Shed their influence round me, 
Gather'd ills of life remove, | 

And leave me as they found me. 4:1 
Tho' my head may ſwim, yet true 

Still to Nature's feeling ; 
Peace and Beauty ſwim there too, 

And rock me as I'm reeling. 

Then who'd be grave, 


On Youth's ſoft pillow tender Truth, 
Her penſive leſſon taught me; 

Age ſoon mock'd the dream of Vouth, 
And Wiſdom wak'd and caught me. 

A in then with Love I knock d 
To hold the pleaſing gipſey, 

When wiſe to keep my boſom lock d, 

But turn the key when tipſy. | 


Then who'd be grave, &c 


When time aſſuag d my heated heart, 
The grey-beard blind and ſimple, - 
Forgot to cool one little part 
Juſt fluſh'd by Lucy's dimple, 
'That part's enough of Beauty's 
. an honeſt fellow ; hel 
And tho' it touch me not when ripe, 
It melts ſtill while I'm mellow. 
Then who'd be grave, &c, 


11 


Life's a voyage, we all declare, 
With ſcarce a port to hide in; 
It may be ſo to Pride or Care, 
That's not a ſea I ride in: 
Here floats my ſoul, till Fancy's eye 
Her realms of bliſs diſcover, 
Bright worlds, that fair in proſpect lie, 
To him that's half ſeas over. 
Then who'd be grave, Tc, 


A FAVORITE AIR, 


Sung by Miſs Romanzini, ia the Doctor and the 
| Apothecary. 


OW miftaken is the lover, 
Who on words builds hopes of bliſs, 
And fondly thinks we love diſcover, 
If, perchance, we anſwer yes. 
Prompted often by diſcretion, | 
Is the ſeeming kind expreſſion, ” 
When the tongue the heart belying, 
Dares not venture on denying, 
But in ſpite of diſcontent, 
Gives the ſemblage of conſent, 


How miſ/aken, Sc, 


— — USL ——— — 
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Ah! how vain is art's profeſſion, 

Tho' the fa]t'ring tongue comply, 
What avails the cold confeſſion, 

If th' averted eyes deny? 
Happier for the experienc'd ſwain, 
Knows he triumph muſt attain, 
When in vain ficcefoful *- * 
Language gives the faint denial, 
While the eyes betray the fiction, 
In delightful contradiction, 

And the cheeks with bluſhes glow, 
And the tongue ſtill falters—-. 
How miſtaken, Cc. 


THE COMMERCIAL BLESSING. 


| Sung by Mr. Epwix, at the Anacreontic Society. 


The word; by T. Gobwix. 


(Tune Gallop a dreary dunn.) 
A Treaty of Commerce is now ſect on foot, 


Monſieur has agreed to the law. 
A treaty of commerce is now ſet on foot, 
And we ſball be treated and cheated to boot, 
Mon cher ame, 
En toute ma vie, 8 
Je ne jamais ſait comme ca. 


In Eden tlie exquiſite bleſſing was j lac'd, 
Which was form'd in a bottoml: ſs Pit. 
In Eden the exquiſite blefling was 1 lac'd, 
Which if like poor Adam we're te mpted to taſte, 
*T will prove as of old, 
In hiſtory we're told, 
The tempter had moſt wit, 
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Saint Dennis is teaching St. How to da | 
Tho' St. George has made him ſkip before, 
Saint Dennis is teaching St. How to dance, 


And St. George now gives leſſons for boxing in 
France. 


But who'll avail, 
That time maſt tell, 
So ! need ſay no more, 


If the ſtory is true, honeſt Paddy roars out, 
Old England has ftruck a fine ſtroke, 
If the ftory is true, honeſt Paddy roars out, 


And Monſieur ſays he'll treat, he 1 give claret no 
doubt. 
And while we agree. 
We ſhan't quarrel, d'ye ſee, 
So the bargain will hold ill its broke. - 


Cries Sawney, d'ye ken mon, here's mickle bra” 
news, 
For a' the blithe bairns o* th* north. 
Cries Sawney, d'ye ken mon, here's mickle bra' 
news, 
For breeches we ll barter our fille bags and trews, 
And ilka laddie, 
May doff his pladdie, 
And a mon o' the mode ſtrut forth. 


Aftride on a goat Shon-ap-Morgan from Wales, 
Has canter'd to town neat and trim. 

Aſtride on a goat Shon-ap-Morgan from Wales, 

Is peeping to ſee where the ſtupor prevails, 


But alas, poor ſquire 
He's like his fire, 


His eyes at beſt are dim. 
H 2 
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The 8 of cannon muſt live by their trade, 


And we are improvident elves. 
The founders of cannon muſt live by their trade, 
And if we've no call for the goods they have made, 
| They muſt be ſold, 
And twill be told, t 
They were bought to beat ourſelyes. 


Says Jack Tar, will John Pull never come to himſelf ? 
I think the good fellow's in drink, 
Says Jack Tar, will John Bull never come to bimſelf ? ; 
Mutt I his beit friend; be laid by on the ſhelf ? 
a While dancing dogs, 
In fringe and frogs, 
Enjoy my ſhare of chink. 


If Monſieur ſhould forget that old excellent joke, 
That Britons are lords of the main, 
If Monſieur ſnould forget that old excellent joke, 
The treaty of commerce will ſurely be broke, 
And come to blows, 
Tout l'autre choſe, | TS, 
John Eull's himſelf again.— 


— — 
HARRY OF THE GROVE. 
A NEW SONG, 
(Tune—What virgin or ſhepherd.) 
; N O 1 that trips the verdant plain. 
ith Harry can compare, 


He lives the envy of each fwain, 
The fav'rite of each fair. 


E 
For beauty and perfection rare, 


Nature form'd him for love, 
No village lad can e er compare 
With Harry of the grove. 


When ſeated in my mother's cot, 
The youth has oft expreſt 

A wiſh, that it might be his lot, 
To take me to his breaſt. 

To crown our joys next Whitſuntide, 
I do his wiſh approve, 

And mean to be the happy bride, 
Of Harry of the grove. 


A FAVORITE MASONIC SONG, 

f 4 by Brother J. Low. | 
(Tune—Rural felicity.) 

5 ſtupid mortals, give o'er your conjectures, | 


Since freemaſons ſecrets ye ne er can obtain; 
The bible and compaſs are our directors, 
And ſhall be as long as the world doth remain, 

Here friendſhip inviting, 

Here freedom delighting, 
Our moments in innocent mirth we employ. 

Come, ſee 
Maſon's felicity, 


Working and ſinging with hearts full of joy. 
H 3 
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No other ſociety that you can mention, 
Which has been, is now, or hereafter ſhall be, 
However ſo laudable is its intention, 
It cannot compare with divine maſonry. 
| No envy, no quarrels 
Can here blaſt our laurels ; 
No paſſion our pleaſure can ever annoy. 
| Come ſee, e. 


To aid one another we always are ready, 
Our rites and our ſecrets we carefully guard; 
The lodge to ſupport we like pillars are ſteady, 
No Babel confuſion our work can retard, 
Ye mortals, come hither, 
Aſſemble together, 
And taſte of thoſe pleaſures which never can cloy. 
Come, fee 3 SQ. s 


We are to our maſters for ever obedient, 
Whenever he calls, to the lodge we repair ; 
Experience has taught us it is moſt expedient 
To live within compaſs and act on the ſquare, 
Let mutual agreement, | 
* To free-maſon's cement 
Until the whole univerſe, time ſhall deſtroy. 
| Come, ſee, Se 


A FAVORITE 


s 


A FAVORITE ' COMIC SONG. 


Sung by Mr. Baxxisrzn. jun. in the Opera of the 
: Lav and the Apathecary, 25 45 


IGHING never gains a maid, 
I'll tels you what is better "0 
Call good humour to your aid, 
And play the laſs a tune upon the ſweet a 
Tf a heart has nature dealt her, 
Muſic's charms will ſurely melt her ; 
But ſhould the gipfy anſwer no, 
| * tol de ed 5 — let her 
| Sg Bing never gains, N c. 


— ——— 
A FAVORITE DUET: 


Sang by Mrs. Genen and Miſs ROMANZIN1, is 
the Doctor and the Apothecary. 


"Fo maidens fat complaining, 
And mourn'd their ir hapleſs lot, 


The pangs of abſence paining, 
Each by her love: forgot. 


On ev'ry former token C0 
Of love, while fancy hung, 
Of vows ſo ſweet, yet broken, 


Ws deeply fighing, " 


| (298 1 
At ev'ry ſound they hear, 4 
With fond alarms they ſtart, 8 


Alternate hope and fear, 
Now 3 joy, now pain impart. 


But by each ſound miſpnided, 
Alas! they only find, 
Their tears, "their ſighs derided, 
By mocking rain and wind. 
Or ev'ry former token, &e. 


The F, our following el-gant Ballad; avere written and 
adapted by Mr. IHo. Goopwin, of the Theatre 
Royal Covent Garden, purpoſely for this Work. 


IRIE TEAR, 
| 4 \ BALLAD. 


(Tune—Sweet Poll of Plymouth. } 


WAS at the mild approach of night, 
The young Myrtillis ſtray'd, 
To prove the 3 fond delight, 
And meet his charming maid. 
They juft renew'd their vows of love, 
Then to her cot ſhe went, 
While t'ward his dwelling in the grove, 
His homeward ſteps he heat. | 
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He thought he f * a wand'ring ſheep, 
Beneath a 1 oe bow'r, n 
But, found his father faſt aſleep, 
Whoſe head was filver'd o'er; 
With arms acroſs, he ſtood and gaz d, 
In fond attentive mood. - 
And while his eyes t ward heay' n were rais'd, . 
With tears of joy they row 'd, 


Then ſtooping down to kils his hand, 
He found him void of breath, 
Old Time had — the vital ſand, 
And ſeal'd the bond of death. | | 
He whip'd the drops that dim'd his eye; 
Is this my ſire, he eried ? 
And while his boſom heav'd a ſigh, 
He droop'd his head, and died, 


The lonely redbreaſt mourn'd to foe 
His 8 dead, 

From whoſe indulgent bounty he 
Received his daily-bread. 

Chide not the bird, whoſe griefs did flow, 
For inſtinct tell us true, 

The tear that falls for human woe, 
Is but a tribute due. 


THE 
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T H ES 40/1 EB: 
A BALLAD. 


(Tune—Sleep on, ſleep on, my Kathleen dear.) 
M* muſe ſhall ſing, but let the lay 


Be free from maim or ſcar, 
From hoſtile chiefs, whoſe deeds diſplay 
The dire effects of war. 
By ſome ſlow murm'ring ſtreamlet's brim, 
Where finny tenants glide, | dT 
Oh, let her ſuch ſoft numbers trim 
As mock the purling tide. 


Or, while ſhe ſoaks the woodbine grove, 
Or haunts the flow'ry dell, 

Oh let her theme be ſweet as love, 
My Daphne's praiſe to tell ; 

Who « call d me friend the other day, 
And ſmil'd as J paſs'd by, 

Which makes the vat hours look gay, 
Ihe preſent teem with joy. 


Oh may the artleſs ſong rebound 
From mountain, vale, or grot, 

While fawns and dryads catch the ſound 
From Echo's babbling throat, 

Thus bleſs'd, kind death, thy balm . 
Ere Daphne's frown 1 ſce, 

And let my tomb ſome token ſhew, 
That once ſhe ſmil'd on me. 


111 
THE BIRTH OF THE ROSE. 


A BALLAD, 


(Tune—Tho' Lexlip may boaſt.) 


EX day as gay Bacchus a nymph was purſuing, 
The fair one precipitate fled his embrace; 


Tho! ripe for the joys he in fancy was viewing, 
By Styx, cried the god, L muſt give up the chace, 
She look d back diſdainfully, and ſmil'd at his reel- 
ing, ; 
While SS looſe flowing robes by a briar were 
caught ; f 
He quickly approach'd, and his wiſhes revealing, 
Her charms were, he told her, the ſource of 
her fault, - i] | 


He bade her not fear, but partake of love's pleaſure, 

And patting her Cheek, ſwore he'd do her no 
wrong; 

Avow'd himſelf god both of wine and of pleaſure, 
And that fate had decreed he ſhould ever be young. 

Overaw'd with reſpect, many favors were given, 
She at laſt grew inclin'd to beitow him a Kiss; 

At which he exclaim'd, there is paſtime in heaven, 
But earth is the region of exquilite bliſs. 


He then cried, ſweet briar, I grant as I've power, 
Thy fame ſhall ſurpaſs ev'ry ſhrub of the vale ; 
At ſpring's fair return, thou ſhalt bear a ſweet flower, 
Its log ſhall perfume the ſwift paſſing gale; 
Its bloom ſhall outvie the bright tints of the morning, 

To reſemble the bluſh which her cheek did diſ- 
cloſe ; | 
When ſhe ſmiling conſented, abjuring proud ſcorning, 
And mortals ſhall prize it and call it a roſe. 
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. 
'A BALLAD. 


(Tune—The wedding day.) 


'ORE lovely than morning when blandiſſi'd 
with dew, | 

Is, dear Cloe, the beam of thine eye, 

Thy locks might compare with the raven in hue, 

Thy lip with the cherry might vie; 

But, oh, twas more ſweet when I heard yeſterday, 
Thy ſoft ſonnet beneath the tall pine, 

And chid the rude linnet which perch'd on the ſpray, 
For mixing her muſic with thine. 


You have ſeen nineteen. ſummers adorn the fair 
rove, a | 
I've beheld nineteen winters of froſt, 
Dear Cloe, tis youth. is the ſeaſon for love, 
Then let not the ſeaſon be loſt; 
Whenever you ſing each fond nymph and gay ſwain, 
Sit ſilent in rapture divine, | a 
And united agree not a pipe on the plain, 
Doth accord with your voice like to mine. 


Then give me thy heart and together we'll dwell, 


Secluded from ſorrow and thrall, 
In a grot which I've form'd in the verge of yon dell, 
Where the green ivy creeps on the wall. 
»Tis hung round with ſkins which will ſhield thee 
om harm, | 
Near the door grows a fig-tree and vine, 
In —— thee all theſe with my flocks and my farm, 
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Let ftoics preſume not to cenſure my plan, 
Nor ſceptics my maxims revile ; 
Since anguiſh and pain are attendant on man, 
"Tis incumbent ſuch ills to beguile. 
The beams of bright beauty diſpel ev'ry care, 
And envy the manſion 1 3Þ 
Who gives the whole world for the charms of the fair, 
Grows rich by the purchaſe he makes, 


SPE A Tye and 
A FAVORITE NEW- SCOTCH SONG. 


By Mr. DovcLas. 


(Tune—Logan water.) 


—— 


AJ HAT boots, what herds and flocks are mine, 

That plenty crown my fertile fields: 

That corny rigs around me ſhine, 
With all that ſmiling-Ceres yields, 


Sic riches may the miſer prize, 

To me, alas! they are na ſtore; 
Since firft I ſaw thy pawky eyes, 

I think on herds and flocks na more, 


Thy kindly ſmile could I obtain, 
And freely take thy willing hand, 
Then I ſhould baniſh all my pain, 
And wide my riches would expand, 
1 
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Then fleecy flocks and fertile fields, 
With pleaſure I again might view, 

And all the ſtore that nature yields, 
Should be a dowery for you. 


MIND, ROGER, WHAT YOU DO. 


By Mr. SmiTHn. 
(Tune—Mind, huſſy, what you do!) 


HEN Roger, blythſome as the May, 
And roſey as the morn, 
Cheerful as birds, purſued his way 
To thraſh the full-ear'd corn; 
He ſaw young Dolly leap the ſtile, 
And eager did purſue ; Las 
His father cried, who view'd the while, 
Mind, Roger, what you do, 


When milking in the flow'ry vale 
He ſaw the blooming lafs, 
To carry home with care her pail, 
He tript the bending graſs ;. 
He kiſs'd her once beneath an oak, 
No perſon was in view; x 
When * ring Dolly ſoftly ſpoke, 
Mind, Roger, what you do. 
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When larks proclaim'd the new born day, 
And muſic fill'd the grove, 
Like them he tun'd the cheerful lay 
To Dolly and to love : : 
They ſat them on the verdant graſs, 
To hear the turtles coo ; 
Yet often cried the buxom laſs, 
Mind, Roger, what you do. 


- 


To Hymen's altar ſoon they went; 
The merry bells rung round ; 
With micth, and joy, and ſweet content 
he happy pair were crown'd. 
As lambkins blyth they paſs each day, 
Each conſtant is and true, 
And Dolly ſhe will often ſay, 
Mind, Roger, what you do- 


THE NEW BIB O. 
Surg at ſeveral convivial Societies with great applauſe, 


(Tune—To Anacreon in Heaven, where he fat in 
full glee.) 


WIEN Bibo went down to the regions below, 
Where Lethe and Styx round eternity flow, 
He — and he bellow'd he would be row'd 
ck, 5 
For his ſoul it was thirſty * wanted ſome ſack. 
2 
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Vou are drunk, Charon cried, you was drunk when 

you died, 1 Flt 
So you felt not the pain that to death is allied. 
Take me back, roar'd out Bibo, I mind not the pain, 
For if I was dtunk let me die once again. 


Forget, replied Charon, thoſe regions of ſtrife, 

Drink of Lethe divine! 'tis the fountain of life, 

Where the ſoul is new born, and ail paſt is a dream, 

And the gods themſelves ſip of the care-drowning 
{tceam, | ; 

Let the gods, he cried, ſtill drink water, that will, 

The maxim of mortals I'll always fulfil ; 

Prate, prate not to me of your Lethe divine, 

Our Lethe on earth was a bumper of wine, - 


At length grim old Cerb'rus began a loud roar, 

And the crazy old bark ſtruck the ſtygian ſhore; 

When Bibo aroſe, and he ftagger'd to land, 

Bat he joſtl'd the ghoſts as they ſtood on the ſtrand. 

Cried Charon, I tell 'tis in vain to rebel, | 

For you're baniſh'd from earth, and you are now in 
hell, f 

'Tis a truth, replied Bibo, I know by this ſign, 

T was a hell upon earth to be wanting of wine. 


-P 
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IN VAIN I SEEK THE LONELY GROVE, 


A FAVORITE NEW soc. 


(T e ſighs, my tears, &c.) 


PP vain I ſeek the lonely grove, 
Or melancholy ſhade, 

reſs'd, alas! with hopeleſs love 

PP For one deludin NS: 

She heard my vows, I thought her kind, 
So ſweet ſhe on me, ſmil'd ; 

But ſhe deceiv'd my artleſs mind, 
And all my hopes beguil'd. 


With Colin now ſhe trips the plain, 
Nor heeds my tender ſighs! 

Laughs at my love, my tears, and pain, 
And from my preſence flies. 

Fair queen of love ! relieve my ſmart, 
And make the maid relent, 

Or ſtrike with death my aching heart, 
And I ſhall be content. 


„ T HE 
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THE ROVER. 


A NEW BALLAD, BY MR. T. GOODWIN. 


(Tune—Derry down.) 


A Rover I am, and will ever be ſo, - 
As free will I ramble as bird on the bough ; 


We've emblems before us which daily are provings 


Mankind was «ef nature adapted for roving. 
Derry a. 


O19 Time (who has been fince the world firſt began, 
aite buſy in counting the moments of man) 
Doth fly with a ſwiftneſs we cannot diſcover ; 
What ſage can 2 whether Time is a rover? 
| Derry drwn.. 


Muſicians do wander thro' dandy 's bounds, 
While thirds, fifths, and — hollow echo 


reſounds; 
When flats, ſharps, and naturals ſerve to diſcover, 


From mo #0 minor the ſongſter's a rover. 
s Derry down. 


The hunter he riſes at day's early dawn, 

To rove o'er the meadow, or traverſe the lawn ; 

The poet too rambles from one rhyme to t'other 

The grave ſceming prieſt thro the ſcripture's a rover, 
; Derry daun. 
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Then why ſhould I ſwerve from thoſe maxims ſo juſt; 

Since life's but a ſpan,” and mortality duſt ? | 

1 will, while I may, bout the —_ world be 
moving, 

To prove the extatic ſweet pleaſure: of roving. 


Derry down. 


When robb'd of my life by the rover—old death, 
And claſp'd in the arms of my grandam—cold — 
A tomb they'll eret—this inſeription put over, 
« Here lies the remains of a jolly young rover. 

ä Derry down, 


AN O 2 1 70 


BY THE SAME AUTHOR» 


(T une Come, come, my good ſhepherds.) 


Ho wretched my caſe is, to few yet is known, 
By two lovers wood, tho? alloted but one; 
Since fate has decreed it, the nooſe I muſt tie, 

Yet I know not with which of theſe two to , 


Palemon is rich as was Crœſus of yore, 
He has lambkins, and kidlings, and kine in * 


a ſtore; 
If I would but ſmile, to his paſſion incline, 
He vows by his love, all his wealth ſhould be mine. 
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He's old as my father, and grave as a prieſt, 

I own, of the two, I love Damon the bet ; 

He's youthful and gay, there's pleaſure in view, 
Tho” his cottage is mean, and his flocks are but few. 


Let the grave ones together in wedlock be join'd, 
The youthful and gay, and the gentle and kind ; 
While Plutus renouncing, give Cupid the ſway, 
Then all will be happy, who Hymen obey, 


8 


THE SOLDIER's JOY. 


. A NEW SONG. 


HEN dread Bellona ſounds to arms, 
And fills the world with loud alarms, 
Pleas'd to the field the ſoldier hies, RES 
While terror flaſhes from his eyes; 
The foe in glittering ranks appear, 
The trumpets ſound, the battle's near; 
Then glory does each. mind employ, 
For glory is the ſoldier's joy. 


But let the rage of battle ceaſe, 

And the ſhrill trumpet ſound for peace; 
Then tir'd beneath the ſpreading ſhade, 
Tbe ſoldier and his arms are laid ; 
No foe finds place within his mind, 

To all alike he now is kind; 

He is a friend where none annoy, 


For friendſhip is a ſoldier's joy. 
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When crown'd with laurels home he comes, 
The trumpet mute, and mute the drums: 
When virgins touch the trembling lyre, 
And ſongs of tenderneſs aſpire; 

When Venus leads her blooming train, 
And love and beauty grace the plain, 

No thoughts of war his mind employ, 
For beauty is a ſoldier's joy. 


When Bacchus crowns the roſy bowl, 
And mirth makes happy every ſoul, 
The ſportive tale,” the ſong, the jeſt, 
Alternate vibrate in his breaſt, 
He joins with Bacchus, Momus too, 
The bowl or bottle to purſue ; 
What can his happineſs deſtroy, 
Since drinking is a ſoldier's joy ? 


A NEW SCOTCH SONG. 


(Tune Blink o'er the burn, {ſweet Betty!) 


EF 
HEN Phcebus in the morning, 

V I gang to 3 ſhade, 1 
All labour and toil ſtill corning, 

To meet wi my winſom maid : 
To hear the lavrock inging, 

My moggy ſhe riſes ſoon ; 
The flowrets around are ſpringing 


By nature's kindly boon. 


g | 
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O, Moggy ! I loo you dearly, 
Your een they are ſa bright; 
Na laſs I own lincerely, 
Can gie me fic delight; 
Acroſs the mead I'm ſpeering, 
When you gang to milk the kie ; 
Beneath your bonnet leering,. | 
You — again at me. 


I'll gie ye a ribbon o' pladdie, 
III gie ye a kirtle fine, 
If you will leave mamy and dady,. 
Sweet laſs, an ye'll be mine. | 
By the wimpling burnie high ye, 
The kirk is fair to view ; 
Meſs Thomas he ſhall tye ye 
To a lad that's kind and true; 


Each lad and laſs will be gayly, 
The jingling Johny's play; 
Sic mirth will erown us daily, 
You'll think it always May: 
8 maek na maer words about it, 
ot gang your gait a lang; 
My a" od pa r it, 
Shall never do thee wrang. 


A NEW 


| 
| 
| 
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A NEW BALLAD, 
By Mr. T. Goopwix. 
-(Tune—In infancy our hopes and fears.) 
ib "&- village lads and laſſes, now 
To greet the feſtive day, 


While flow'ry chaplets grace each brow, 
Salute the queen of May. 


The rural goddeſs fits enthron'd 


By fair Aurora's fide, 


The ftars in rays of light are drown'd, 


And Sol's bright beams preſide, 


The feather'd choir their plaudits ſing, 


- On each embloſſom'd thorn, 


In 2 ſong they hail the ſpring, 


nd uſher in the morn, 
While ſmiling nature treaſur'd ſtores 
Profuſely ſcatter'd round, | 
Gay Flora ſpreads her faireſt flow'rs, 
Where verdure paints the ground. 


The moſſy bank once clad in ſnow, 


Now ſhines in gaudy trim ; 


Again the purple violets blow, 


To deck the fountain's brim, 
Then, villagers, come, all be gay, 
Your fleeting hours improve, 


Ariſe, and hail the queen of May, 4 


Whoſe phalanx yields to love, 


108 J 
AN APOLOGY 


ON BEING ASKED TO SING. 


(To any tune the ſinger chuſes.) 


E aſk for a ſong, and indeed, I'm quite ſorry 
I cannot oblige the good company here, 
For ſhould I begin, you would find in a hurry, 
The gueſts would depart, and the coaſt would be 


clear, 


They could not fit ftill, for to have their ears peſter'd 
With ſuch horrid notes, but away they would ru 

To fome lone deſert, or valley ſequeſter:d, | 
And give that the preference, fifty to one. 


Vet, fince you're ſo deſirous to hear me, 
I now will comply, and endeavour my beſt, 


But I ſure ſhall be laugh'd at, by thoſe who ſit near 
| me, | 
And thoſe afar off will but make me their jeſt. 


A ſhepherd attended his flocks on the manntain, 
O dear, that's too high for my voice by a tone. 


A ſhepherdeſs fat by the fade of a fountain, 
And this 1s fo Tow, I ſhall never get down. 


But (with your permiſſion) T'll try at another, | 
When eccho's ſhrill voice made the woodlands to ring, 
Oh! this is (if poſſible) worſe than the tother, 
. $0 I beg you'll excuſe me for faith I can't ſing. 
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VIVE LA BAGATELLE. 
1 Introduced by Mr. JonxsTroxz, in the Lady of the 
Manor. 


N vain the grave and wiſe, 
The thoughtful and the ſage, 
Would teach us to deſpiſe | 
The joys that ſuit out age. 
Youth's the ſeaſon to be gay, 
Then ſmile each beau and belle, 
To joy we'll give the day, 1 
Ah !-—Vive la Bagatelle. 


4 


The laughing hours invite 
To ſport, while young and gay; 
With love and ſoft delight, 
Our minuets paſs away. 
Old age and care, they ſay, 
O'ertake each beau and belle, 
Who'd meet ſuch foes half way, 
Oh !—Vive la Bagatelle. 
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HARRIET. 
A FAVORITE NEW SEA . 
Crune— The topſails * in the wind.) 


5 II ARRIET, the luſtre of "TIES eye, 
1 And cheeks of roſy hue, 3 
Juno and Venus, were tliey by, 
Are kitchen-maids to you; 
This ſoften'd Mars, the other Jove, x 
But you a hardier tar to love. 


When firſt I view'd thy f reading fails, 
And mainmaſt rigg'd 16 o new, 
A prize! a prize! blow, blow, ye gales, 
And bring me quickly to. 
But ſure the devil ruled the wind, 
And madam fortune was unkind. 


Now neither Poll, nor black-ey'd Sall, 

Will give one friendly cheer, 
What ſhip, yeo, yea, you have miſs'd a point, 
Shove off, no Harriet's here, 

For well the wonton devils knew, 

My heart and ſoul were moor'd with you. 


The lovely girl a kind reply 
Return when thee J hail, 
For thee alone, my colours fly, 
For thee 1 fink, or ſail. 
Thou art the compaſs of my ſoul, 
Which ſteers my heart from pole to pole. 


E 


A FAVORITE DUET, 


Sung by Mr. Joh n8ToNE and Mrs. BiLLINGTON,. 
in Marian. 


Edward, M ARIAN ſcorns each ſordid pleaſure, . 
Joys which fortune can MO. 
Love alone, is real treaſure, 
| Treaſure of the feeling heart. 
Marian. All yon fruitful vales poſſeſſing, 
Were their flocks thy Marian's part, 
Only valu'd were the bleſſing 
Giv'n to Edward with my heart. 
Both, Only valu'd were the bleſſing 


. n to Edward with 7 ay heart, 


A FAVORITE SONG. 


(Tune—Young Collin ſtole my heart away.) 


HE ſhades of night were chac'd away, 
The herald lark proclaim'd the day, 

When Strephon much with love oppreſt, 
(That tyrant o'er the human breaſt) 
Aroſe, and ſought the rural ſhade, 
Where Phillis firſt her charms diſplay'd ; 
Where oft he woo'd, but woo'd in vain, 
The only nymph that gave him pain. 
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Her cot was pleaſing to the view, 
Around the curling woodbine ; 

Of various hues the flowrets bloom, 
While zephyr wafts a ſweet perfume. 
Here peace and innocence reſide, k 
With ſoft content, unknown to pride, 
When Strephon in pathetic ftrain 


Addreſs'd the nymph who gave him pain. 


O Phillis, brighter than the morn! 
Which does the radient eaft adorn, 
_ Ariſe, and all thy charms didpiay, 
And add new luſtre to che day. 

O! come, and ev'ry ſcene improve, 
And liſten to the voice of love; 
Treat not my paſſion with diſdain, 
The only nymph that gives me pain. 


The meads are ſmiling, all thi * 
J he wanton lambking! {kip — 
The woodlarks ſing, the turtles eoo, _ 
All nature ſeems melin'd to woo. 
But Fhillis, peaceful as the dove, 

Like that is not inclin'd to love; 

She who alone can give me pain, 


With coldneſs treats: her fighmg ſwain. 


x 
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THE LASS IN HER TEENS. 
A FAVORITE NEW SONG. | 
By Mrs. Goobwix. 

(Tune — The ſycamore ſhade.) 
HEN arriv'd in my teens, how happy was I, 
* 'o think all my ſorrows were over, 

And that I in vain need no longer to figh, 
Or languiſh or pine for a lover. 


But freed from my nurſe 1 might wander alone, 
And that made my happineſs double, 


Exempt from the toils which to ſchooliſts are known, 


I thought my life quite free from trouble. 


I thought time well beſtow'd if 'twas ſpent in the 
ef throng, | 

Where beaux and where belles gayly prattle, 
My favorite pride was to center among 

The wits, and the fops, in briſk tattle, - 
I liſten'd attentive to all that they ſaid, 

And ſigh'd (hoping they'd gueſs my meaning, 

Of the numberleſs ills rf ihe) by a maid, 
My filence was ever complaining. 


'Tho' oft a fond ſwain would advance and declare, 
My ſmiles gave him infinite pleaſure, | 
His paſſion ſeem'd ardent, his promiſe fincere, 
Then I thought myſelf bleſt beyond meaſure; 
But, he ſoon from my fide to another was gone, 
Then, alas! I was left quite dejected, | 
To think a true lover, I could not get one, 
In troth I was greatly affected. 1 
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But at length come of age, and my fortune my own 
I'd ſuitors enough come about me, 23 
And each as a lover, ſoon made himſelf known, 
And vow'd he could not live without me. 

I, at laſt, found a youth, who was gen'rous and kind, 
A refuſal to him had been ftopid, 

He made me his bride ; for a huſband, I find, 
I'm indebted to Platus, not Cupid. 


i - = * 
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IAN EW BALLAD. 
ttrune— flowers of the foreſt.) © 
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H ſweet the enjoyment of infantine days, 
M hen play ful companions impart ſoft delights, 
When arts are unknown, and fair innocence ſways, 
The boſom unruffled with cares. and with ſrights. 
When love's anxious wiſhes are ſtrange to the mind, 
And e harſh purſuit no experience hath 
taught, | 
When —.— (unheeded) fly ſwift as the wind, 
And care's galling Burthen fits light as a thought. 


Not ſtern frowning fate with his rigid decree, 
Nor enemy's rancour, or friends faithleſs vow, 
Can ſhake the fond breaſt, where the paſſions agree, 
Or hang a dull cloud over youth's ſerene brow. 
When dreaming of woe, mar will ſigh and lament, 
While fancy d deſtruction's dread horrors await, 
But, if in fancy ſleeps, veil'd with peace and content, 
Sure youth, is mortality's happieſt ſtate, 
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A FAVORITE AIR. 


* by Mr. . in Marian. 


Hor bleſt our condition ! how jocund our day! | 
Ye ſwains, can our pleaſures be told ? 

To range in ſweet order the rows of new hay, 
To lead the ſtray d lamb to the fold! 


To fetch up the kine for the maidens we * 
uard her from noon's burning beam; 
To =P her dear ſteps, when ſhe leads thro' the 


rave 


The heiter which pants for the ftream. 


To carry her pail, when with milk it o'erflows, 
To wait while ſhe reſts on the ſtile ; 

To gather the king-cup, the woodbine or roſe, 
Jo make her a poſey the while, 


'Tis Fanny, the lovely, who cauſes my ſmart, 
*Tis ſhe does all maidens excel ; 
If you aſk her dear name who has conquer'd my heart, 
'Tis Fanny, the pride of the dell. 
* is Fanny, ſaueet Fanny 
| Ti Fanny, the pride of - of the dell, 


A FAY O- 
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A FAVORITE QUARTETTO. 


Surg by Meſſrs, Bannisrger, Jouxs rone, BLAN- 
CHARD ard DARLEY. 


In the ſame. 
Sir Henry, T RUTH exalts the generous ſoul. ' 
Edward. Seek him in the ſocial bowl. 
All. 2 5 Seek bim, Oc. 


Edward. Mirth's the med' cine of the ſoul. 
Sir Henry. Find him in the ſocial bowl. 
Alt. ; bed Find him, Gc. 


Robin.  Carking care conſumes the ſoul. 

T homas. Bud Lim in the ſocial bowl. 
All. 8 | * uf Drown, him, Oe. 
Robin. Sorrow wears the weary ſoul. 
Thomas, Sink him in the ſocial bowl. 


All. A Sink him, Oe. 
Seek hm 
e, 7 in the ſocial bowl. 


- 
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A NEW FAVORITE SONG. 


By M. C. 


17 ſportſmen delight in the joys of the field, $ 
No mirth in their ſports I can ſee, | 
The death of a hare ev'ry tranſport can yield, 
That my fair one imparts unto me. 
Then, tell me, ye lovers of ſports ſo divine 
Since we both of a pleaſure partake, _ 
Which agrees beſt with nature, your paſtime or mine, 
I win, while you make a heart ache. | 


You fix all your pleaſure in death's fatal darts 
And:with numbers the victim purſue, © _ 3 
I preſs on with ardour, to one gentle heart, + 
With happineſs ever in view. Fr ETD IND 
Love's ſhafts tho 'embitrer'd by anguiſh, perplex, | 
Vet with fond expectation delight; 8 
But you torture the foreſt, and wonderful ve, 
At the life of a wretch ſaved by flight. 


If man, lordly man, made to traverſe the field, 
To conqueſt and honor lays claim, TIES hy 
"Tis vi&'vy o'er foes that true honor will yield, 
And point out the paſſage to fame;  _ _ 
But you arm'd at all points, like a hero repair, 
To frighten the covey hard by, os hos 
How the champion exults in the death of a hare, 
Or looks fad if by chance he ſhould fly. 
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Then love's ſofter paſſion my ſenſes engage, 
Nor let me ſuch ſlaughter purſue, 
Till my time is near ſpun, when o'ertaken bx age, 
I'll tell of the tranſports I knew. 
No remembrance ſhall ruffle, I'll calmly refign, 
No remorſe ſhall my anguiſh increaſe, 
Univerſal humanity ſtill be it thine, | 
To conduct to the manſion of peace. 


+ — CT EET 
"THE PICTURE. 
1 FAVORITE LITTLE SONNET, 
© Written by a Young Lady. 


(32: Fate, fraught image of a wanderer, go, 
| And bid the fair like fortune be thy foe ; 
Like her, aſſail with frowns and cold diſdain, 
Turn joy to ſorrow, and to pleaſure pain. 


But if for once by faithleſs fortune bleſt, BE 
Chance ſhould convey thee to her maiden breaſt, 
Do thou with victue ev'ry thought inſpire, 

Guard o'er each virgin wiſh, each young deſire. 


And when, like me, forgot, with friendſhip glow, 
And be a fure peladium from each foe, 


II bleſs the day, the hour, the year, 


That e er I ſent my Image to the fair. 


NEW 
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NEW g Ins 5 % 26h 
roasrs AND SENTIMENTS, 
| For the Year 1789. 


10 
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EALTH to che King, proſperity tothe Peoples 
and may the miniſtry direct their endeavours to 


the public good, rather than engage in party 
digincions 


May friendmip be enliven'd by 8854 humour, but | 
never wounded by wit. 

Proſperity to the liberty 5 the preſs in aſſerting the 

rights of the people - confuſion to it when in- 
ſulting the ſufferings of a ſovereign. 

May our laws guard our liberties, and never be de- 
prav'd by oppreſſion. 

Plenty to the heart expanded by generoſity. 

May the examples of evil produce good, and reward 
effect that reformation to which puniſhment 
has been found ineffectual. | 

May our prudence ſecure us friends, but enable us to 
live without their affiftance. 


May our hearts never meditate that which our rongues 


ſhonld not utter. 
Freedom to thoſe who dare contend for i it, bie love 


to quicken, and health to engage the exalted 
blefling. 


| May ſentiment never be ſacrificed by the tongue of 


deceit. 


Dignity without pride, and condeſcenſion without 


meannefs. 
Politeneſs without affectation, and plain dealing 
without rudeneſs. 


May we' never inſult thoſe misfortunes we cannot 
reden 


May care be a ſtranger where virtue rendes. 


* 


* 
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May the ſmiles of conjugal felicity compenſate the 


___ frowns of fortune. 
Honours beſt emyloyment,— I he protection of inno- 
When bravery ſecures victory to Britain, let mercy 

aid the conqueſt. Þ 
May the wars on the continent end where they began. 
May the tear'of ſenſibility never ceaſe to flow. 
May the King live to reward the ſubject that would 
die for him. ed 
May the journey thro' life be as- ſweet as it's ſhort. _ 
May the road to preferment be found by none but 
thoſe who deſerve it. 
May mirth and wiſdom always go hand in hand. 
May avarice loſe his purſe, and benevolence find it. 
May life laft as long as it's worth wearing. 


worthy ones at the Old Bail 
May juſtice overtake oppreſſion. 


THE ſucceſs with which the endeavours of R. PARSLEY 
_ have, been honored for the T hiee Years he has been 
engaged in publiſhing his different Collectiamt, under 
the title of the Lyric RRTOSLTORX, calls for that 
tribute which gratitude is ever ready to pay 16 a gene- 
rous Public ; 2 is happy that his efforts to refine this 
+ Jpecies of Publication, has rendered it acceptable 'to 
thoſe circles of reſpectability auhoſe praiſe is of greater 
. eftimation than any other confideration.— He hopes his 
connections with the ingenious Writers, from whom his 
. Friends have already derived pleaſure, will fill continue 
© the ſame channel of communicating their labours ; and 
in addition to ſuch, the favors of any Lady or Gentle- 
man will meet with due reſpect in the next Collection, 
by being ſent ic the Publſeers, 
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